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POEMS AND TRANSLATIONS. 



TO THE SEA. 



BEAUTIFUL, faitUess Sea ! 

Thou peerless in magnificence—' 
Thou darkest in fatality ! 

Heaven be his stay md sure defence 
Who trusteth in thy constancy ! 



The hardy one, who, for a life 

Of little joy and frequent strife. 
Upon thy changeful breast to roam, 

Hath bartered all the sweets of home, — 
When years have dimmed his lustrous eye 

And silvered o*er his raven hair. 
And spared his life to linger by 

The hearth his childhood loved to share, 



TO THE SEA. 

In words of truth will oft declare 

How much his checkered days have known 
Of pleasure unalloyed by care, 

And wretchedness and care anon ; 
And of thy eyer^shanging mood, 

In many a winning hour will tell, 
How furious now, and now subdued 

By lore and pity, prove thee well — 
So deadly in thine influence — 
So feur in thy magnifloenc&— < 
So twined, through safety and through scaith. 
With life, and loTeliness, and death ! 



The mariner, how blest with peace, 
When winds and waves their tumults cease ! 
What time, becalmed, his bark must rest 
Upon thy calm and tranquil bfedst, 
In solitude, in summer time, 
In some serene and orient dime. 
Where western zephyrs oft repair 
To rest their weary pinions there ! 



That mariner, how light at heart 
To watch sucoessiye suns depart, 
As oft restoring to his view 
The blest monotony of blue ! 



TO THE SEA. 



Then absence of his wonted cares 
To fond affection stronger beais 
The forms in futhfhl memory set- 
The soU he never wiU forget ! 



He pace? mnch the well-trimmed bark, 
And views the long fEUuiliar mark ; 
Or, lounging on the prostrate sail. 
Lists to a messmate's curioas tale ; 
Or wistfully he travels o'er 
The pages of romantic lore ; 
Or strives in useful sport to slay 
The feathered or the finny prey ; 
Or from the flute he wins a strain 
That cheers the heart with pleasing pain. 



And when long days of musing past 
Have brought him tedious hours at last. 
To steer away he would be fain, 
And whistles for Hie breeze in vain. 
Then, thoughtful bending o'er to view 
In thee his rude form mirrored true, 
Thee for no adverse fate he blames, 
But yields the love a parent claims. 



TO THE SEA. 

ever changing, faithless Sea ! 
When thou putt'st off tranquillity— 
When peace and beauty are estranged, 
And thy mild aspect darkly changed, 
To revel in a deadly hour 
Thou dost awake thy wrathful power, — 
then, oppressed by every care, 
How wretched is the mariner ! 



When darkening clouds are lowering nigh, 
And rising winds impetuous fly, 
The seaman dreads thy coming wrath ; 
Then, fearful of his dangerous path, 
Would only seek a friendly shore 
To rest him till thy fit passed o'er ; 
Then track thy bosom o'er again, 
Give thee his love, and thine regain. 



Though guiltless of a crime 'gainst thee, 
Though trusting thy fidelity— 
In hour of dread to thee confined 
A friendly shore he may not find ; 
For thou, to have his purpose stay'd. 
Wilt ruthless summon to thine aid 
The bursting winds that wander nigh, 
Obedient to thy revelry ! 



TO THE SEA. 

When torturing hours do still unfold 
Thy liquid waste of alpine mould ; 
When anguish rends his stricken breast, 
And grief and toil alike molest ; 
And yet no cheering prospect nigh, 
No kindred mourner wandering by, 
And hope and pity almost gone, 
And he must toil and weep alone ;— 
Then how thy wild laugh mocks his cry,- 
His vain demand for sympathy ! 



In that dread hour, when to his sight, 
like warriors plumed for vengeful fight, 
Thy mountain-waves come wildly on, 
Deadly destructive, one by one, 
Then £une and fortune he'd for^. 
Nay, murmur not at many a woe ; 
But he'd have thee stay thy strife, 
And spare his little span of life ! 



And when at length divides away 
His beaten bark — his cherished stay—* 
And he has felt that little space 
Must bear him to thy cold embrace. 



TO THE SEA. 



He meets thy mighty mnidering billow 
With only this to smooth his pillow — 
That all his griefs are past ! 



If there is aught in Nature's plan 
That might awake regret in man, 
It is, O witching, wanton deep ! 
To gaze on thy mysterious sleep. 
When thou, beneath a summer sky, 
Subdued to very love, dost lie. 
And know, that influence to impair 
Man's little joy, existed there ! 



THE DESBBTEP YALLET. 



THE DESERTED VALLEY. 

Once, long ago, with dreamy joy, 
I hailM the flummerHScented gale 

That wafted me— light-hearted boy— 
A&r from thee-— my native vale. 



Our light bark bounded o'er the waye, 
The sea-bird shiiek'd its evening spell ; 

And I, unheard, but fondly, gave 
To thee and thine a long farewell I 



1 soon forgot (to think oft now !) 
Thy woodland paths and murm'ring nils ; 

I in a distant land, and thou 
Repodng *midst green Albion's lulls. 



I soon forgot, while many a change 
Broke on my view, for I was free 

To breast the proud Alps' mighty range, 
Or bask in sunny Italy. 



8 THE DESERTED TALLET. 

SuccessiTe sesusons li^tly passed ; 

My steps by youthful fiuicy led. 
And Yisionary joys; at last, 

I thought of thee, sweet Stanlymead 1 



I thought of thee,^— no idle joy 
Can long subdue our thoughts of home, 

Kor pleasure's airy wand destroy 
Those haunts where memoiy loves to roam. 



A wanderer in those lovely dimes 
Where eastern zephyrs gently glide, 

I Ve listened to the vesper chimes, 
Thought of my Scottish home, and sighed ! 



In scenes where luxury instals 
The dazzling state of orient pride, 

Eemembrance of my fathers' halls 
Has turned the vain display aside. 



My simple heart was oft b^uiled 
By witchery of woman's eye ; 

And artful beauty, too, has smiled. 
To prompt that heart's inconstancy. 



THE DESERTED VALLEY. 9 



But while the influenoe strove to dwell, 
And parting reason stall delayed, 

One imaged charm dissolved the spell,-— 
My ooantiy*s modest mountain maid ! 



Oft on the deep, La eves of June, 
I've leant beneath the slumb'ring sail ; 

The blue waves murmuiing to the moon— 
I musing on my native vale. 



Tears passed away— -full forty timei^-- 
My country smiled in summer's glow ; 

And still I sought in other dimes 
What it could much and well bestow. 



But prudence came with youth's decay, 
And taught my long deluded eye 

That pleasure was a transient ray, 
And false its winning witdiery. 



Then truant &ncy would be fain 
Once more amidst thy wilds to stray : 

Hope whispered fond salutes again. 
And sweetly cheered my homeward way. 



10 THE DBSEBTED YALLBT. 

Ojes! the channer lent her guile, 
And promised me of joy, no less 

Than meet again affection's smile, 
And friendship's gentle hand to press. 



In irain, alas ! A mournful change 
Decayed thy beauties ; time's career 

Had &ded thy fidr fertile range, 
And banish'd all I held so dear ! 



The woodland boughs were spreading still, 
The cnig-topp'd banks were green as eyer ; 

The torrent leaped adown the hill, 
A sily'iy tribute to the river : 



But lonely now appeared the' wood, 
As hollow breezes swept its deepness ; 

Fled from the banks the bleating brood 
That skipped before across their steepness. 



And on the hill, beside the font-^ 
Nor through the brook — ^nor by the river, 

Mused, — sported, — or waysped as wont, 
The learned, the artless, or the lover. 



* THE DESBRTED YALLEY. H 

I sought the little dear retreat, 
Where many a simple tale was heard : 

'Twas sad to see the proud thorns meet, 
And trample on its YelYet sward ! 



I paced our old ancestral halls : 
The yielding timbers creaked beneath ; 

The cold wind whistled through their walls — 
but it seemed the hopie of death ! 



An eYil destiny's dark hand 
Had left its trace in our fair groYe ; 

And death had brought his dreadful brand, 
And hushed the Yoice of kindred loYe ! 
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THE ESCAPE OF MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS 
FROM LOCHLEVEN CASTLE. 

The faithfiil and brave of her kingdom have sought her, 

Their prayers are useless, — ^tiheir threats are in vain : 
The Murray is proud, and the Douglas has bought her, 

And lowly she pines in a merciless chain : — 
see ye yon water by mountains surrounded 1 

And see ye yon tower on its bosom so Mi 1 
That water is deep, — and these walls iron-bounded,— 

The Flower of fur Scotland in thraldom is there ! 



From Edina's bright halls the bard hearted have borne her — 

From gladness and grandeur, and courtly array, 
And lords and fair maidens all silently mourn her — 

Their Queen, their devoted, their beautiful May ! 
That smile is now lost in the heavings of sorrow-— 

That love-beaming eye is oppressed by a tear-* 
A captive she pines,— but there's hope on the morrow,— 

And one who would die for her freedom is near. 



QUEEN mart's ESCAPE FROM LOCHLEYEN. 13 

The willow-tree weeps on the msage of Lochleven, 

The Md is deserted — ^forsaken the bower ; 
And the fidr moon looks down from her pahuse in Heaven, 

To bless with her radiance the languishing flower. — 
Who lonely is he on the castle's high summit 

So stately, surveying the charms that are nigh ? 
Ha ! gallant Qeorge Douglas ! fate grant thou mays't win it, — 

There's love in thy bosom — ^there's hope in thine eye ! 



He hasteneth thence while a taper is brightening 

The iron-barred lattice where Mary has wept, 
And the signal that gleams in the woodland like li^tning 

Tells ot fealty untired, and of constancy kept ! 
On mountain and moorland a stillness is reigning, 

No murmur is heard, and no wanderer seen — 
The portals are.£afit, and the warder is dreaming, — 

little he wots of the moment, I ween ! 



" The dove will not perch on the eagle's wild eyrie— 

The rose will not blossom where reptiles are free ! 
These halls of my kindred are friendless and dreary, 

And not, my loved Sovereign, a dwelling for thee. — 
But I, of my tribe, would rejoice to restore thee 

To bowers where oppression wiU cease to annoy — 
Even now the glad hour of departure is o'er thee, — 

hafite, my liege lady, to freedom and joy !" 



14 qUEBN MART^S BBCAPE FROM LOCHLEVBN. 



A dear laden boat from the island is stealing—' 

Lo ! swiftly it sweeps o'er the waters so blue — 
In Tain are the castle's dark battlements pealing— 

Those arms will row well as that bosom beats trae ! 
The moonlight shines forth, and the breezes come stronger : — 

merrily row, nor dehiy — nor despair — 
There is wildness in yonder grey tower, for no longer 

The Flower of Mr Scotland in thraldom is there ! 



On yon strand are bold kni^ts with their proud steeds 
awaiting. 

Bright corselets protect gallant bosoms and true ; 
All doubts now depart, and new hopes are creating — 

The billow that bears the high prize bursts to view ! 
Joy ! joy ! she is free ! the good fiither is breathing 

To Heaven the thanks of each glad cayalier ! 
The steeds are impatient — the swords are unsheathing — 

Why linger with danger, the moment is dear ? 



" Douglas ! seek not this frail hand with thy wooing-— 
Its joys and its sorrows another must share — 

Though well be thy meed — and though earnest thy suing-— 
Tet, turn to yon ambush—- thy Marion is there !-— 



QUEEN MABY's ESCAPE FROM LOCHLEVEN. 15 

Yes ! she doth await thee to whom thou art plighted — 
Her love be thy guerdon — ^to her thou art dear, 

Nor rashly aspire, lest her fondness be blighted !" 
Thus Mary expressed with a tremulous tear. 



Her words bore a magic that thiilled in his bosom ; 

He found the &ir damsel all thoughtful and lone :— * 
One vow— one embrace — and Lochleveu's young blossom 
Has mounted his charger, and dashed in the throng ! 
see you yon cavalcade &r on the mountain 

By strath and by streamlet, fast, fleetfid, and &ir ? 
'Midst valour and beauty her danger surmounting — 

The Flower of fiEiir Scotland in freedom is there I 



16 CROOXSTON CACTLE. 



TO THE RUINS OF CROOKSTON CASTLE, 

RENFREWSHIRE. 

Romantic Grookston ! thy tiineHStricken walls 

Do oft allure the pensive mind to stray 
To the deep shades where solitude impals, 

In mournful ^oom, thy mouldering fragments grey. 

Meet theme art thou for his impeifect lay, 
Whose lyre is simple, while its tones are wild— < 

Who seeks not loffcy language to portray 
How Nature's charms his musings have b^uiled. 
In scenes where mountains rose, or verdant meadows smiled ! 



O rude memorial of the dreary past ! 

Here, on thy upland throne, where winds are free, 
Thou seem*st to frown upon the prospect vast. 

Like fedlen pride, that frets its destiny : 

And yet the summer sun smiles warm on thee ; 
The woodland loads the breeze with fragrance sweet ; 

The winged warblers sport from tower to tree ; 
From distant glades is heard the lambkin's bleat, 
And wild luxuriance all pervades thy lone retreat. 



CBOOKSTOjr CAJOLE. 17 

Here busy Fancy claims her owb dojavn. 

And stays the hour when weajy mortals At$p. 
Lo ! Superstition, wit^ her magio train, 

Around thy walls their feaifiil TxgUs keep ; 
Fantastic forms parade the thorny steep, 
And horrid sounds from unknown dungeons swell ; 

In pale array does abject Beauty weep ; 
Anon wild shouts and dash of axm9 pKevail*- 
Betimes the awful pause rereals the captire's ta2e. 



Forsaken Cbookssqn 1 in tiiy irmaog homs 

The curious eye, at this £ur distant time. 
May trace, in ihj rude lineaments and broken towers, 

What fair propoartkms graced tiiy golden prime. 

The bard has strrmg for thee a plaintivB rhyme ; 
The rustic singi a fond regret for thee ; 

The traveller leaves his weaxy path to climb 
The devious way, to linger thoughtfully. 
And scorn the savage band that first dismantled thee ! 



The iron hand has revelled in the hall ; 
The stately roof is prostrate in decay 

That echoed oft, in times kmg gone, the call 
Of bu^e-hom, when Lennox led the way 
Of horse and hound, and many a huntsman gay, 



18 CROOKSTON CASTLE. 

To rouse the fleet ones of the forest far ; 
Or, eager yiewing in the distance grey, 
The beacon's gleam, the harbinger of war, 
Bade thee awhile adieu, and sped the vengeful car. 



From tangled forest, or from tented plain, 
They turned to thee — a bold and gallant horde. 

To win the pleasures of thy glad domain, 
Or wake the clamour of the festive board. 
Where plaided chieftain sat and mail-clad lord, 

In chivahy's array, in jovial mood. 
And Beauty smiled her victor knight restored, 

Well were their pains who won for guerdon good, 

The blue-eyed Scottish maids those merry chieftains woo'd ! 



And she sojourned here in gladness once, 

Whose &te persuades the frequent tear to start ; 
Whose kingdom was a sad inheritance. 

Whose &tal ^ft — a too confiding heart ! 

K things inanimate could truth impart, 
Her injured fame might yet serener shine, 

The lettered voice of ^dsehood would depart. 
And all confess how guiltless she did pine ; 
So constant to her faith — ^would it had been divine ! 



CROOKSTON CASTLE. 19 

And, near the blazing hearth, a modest reveller, 

With bowl in hand — ^the Baron's kind behest—- 
He sat at even-tide, the way-worn traveller ; 

An uiiknown stranger, yet a welcome guest. 

But all are gone ! — they to their dreamless rest, 
Fair Scotland's chivalry, and Beauty's pride 

And soon will Ruin stoop thy rugged crest ; 
Yet gay Komanoe will o'er thy cairn preside, 
And raise a fame for thee, to nobler piles denied ! 



20 THE STORT OF LIFE. 



THE STOEY OF LIFE. 

FAIR are the waten that mirtMoflj gtide 
From their mystical home on the sonny hiUndde, 
Or yalley, or meadow, or echoing grot, 
From spoilers secure, and from cities remote. 
Beautiful waters ! so gentle and bright, 
So joyfully leaping, they burst into light ; 
Fond tributes of Nature, abundantly given 
To temper the burning refulgence of heaven. 
Affectionate waters ! through sunshine and song 
They sprinkle the sward as they wander along. 
And lave the long tresses, and cheer the young flowers, 
Murmuring the joy of their primitive hours. 



Onward — while kindred rejoicers draw near, 
Enlarging its form, and to speed its career, 
The streamlet in beauty and minstrelsy glides 
Where Nature in £Eurest adornment presides ; 
Night stays not its journey the forests among. 
Sweet cadence it gives to the nightingale's song. 



THE STQRT OF XIFE. 21 

Saye when in the vildwood it lingeni to sleep 
In the secret recess where the willow trees weep— 
O'er moorland, thion^^ greenwood, by night and hj day, 
Those waters go gaily and gladly away. 



But ah ! their rejoicing endures not for ev^, 
The songs of the streamlet are lost in the ri^er. 
When sullied and moornfolly wanders the tide 
Through the dark firowning haunts of amlation and pride ; 
And few are the gleams on their marge that remain 
Of the scenes of past joy they can never regain, 
Ere the waters of fountain, and streamlet, and river, 
In the turbulent sea are entombed, and for ever. 



Forever! deem that betimes th^ return 

From the darkness and toil ai their comfortless bourne. 

To the sunny hillniidet and the echoiiig grot,— 

The valley, or meadow ftom ^ties remote, 

When thither descending, in fireshening showers. 

They lave the long tresses and cheer the young flowers, 

As they did in the joy of their primitive hours ! 



Like those waters' career is the story of life — 
From gladness to gloom, from affection to strife. 



22 THB STORT OF LIFE. 

The smiler that basks on its mother's fond breast 

Is glad — a joy-giver, a blessing — and blest ; 

But soon to the youthful endearers of home 

The harbinger dreams of futurity come, 

While the glee of the hall, and the game of the field, 

In little misfortunes their warnings may yield — 

Earth's fitful allurements but beckon them on 

To desolate pathways, to journey alone. 

Where high hopes will wither, and fidthless depart 

The visions of bliss, the fond dreams of the heart ! 



And when the lorn wanderer toils 'midst the strife 
That ever prevails through the ocean of life— « 
When his long-cheated vision must cease to survey 
The thoughts, scenes, and friends of a happier day, 
And a mantle of sorrow around him is cast — 
'tis good to recur to the beautiful past, 
And cherish the tribute that memory pours— 
The spirit to soothe in its loneliest hours ! 
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SHE TOLD NOT HER SORROW. 

Her heart Was forlorn. 

Yet she told not her sorrow, 
Nor the pangs that were borne 

On the wings of the nwOTow, 
She loved ! she beUeved 

That kit vow was assurance ; 
But her faith wsus deceived, 

And it mocked heac endurance. 



She loved, (0 that gleams 

Of such love should be slighted ;) 
But our happiest dreams 

Are the first to be blighted. 
She marked a gay band. 

Then her spirit did felter,'-^ 
A wealthier hand 

He will press at the altar. 



24 SHE TOLD NOT HBR 80KR0W. 

She heard in her grief 

The bridal bells pealing ; 
Still sought no relief 

In the charm of reyealing. 
She strove to refrain 

From her weeping and sighing. 
Till her heart burst in twain : — 

serene was her dying ! 



THE IMPROVIDENT. 25 



THE IMPROVIDENT. 



Forlorn and wan^ and foil of grief, 

I leave a world of woe, 
And seek my hasppy childhood^B scenes, 

(Its days I ne'er can know ;) 
But turn in angmdi and despair. 

At Fate's severe deoe^-^ 
All, all is desolation heie— 

There is no home for me ! 



The genial bonds of kindred love 

I ever mnst forego ; 
No lingerer from affection's band 

Is here to calm my woe. 
The veiy walls frown on me now, 

That echoed once my glee ; 
I cannot weep, thou^ vends my heart — 

There is no home for me ! 



26 THE IHPBOTIDBNT. 

The rustic hearth gleams not for me, 

And cheerless is the town ; 
I have not strength for usefhl toil — 

I dread the rich man^s frown. 
My star of hope that brighten'd long 

The fatare*s awful sea, 
Has set for ever to my soul—-' 

There is no home for me ! 



Then biing me not philosophy, 

Its uses to define, 
Kor eloquence, nor soft; appeals, 

To teach me to rsfflgn— 
A broken heart — and penury ! 

What matter I am free. 
Or what is life itself ? and yet 

I^ot any home for me ! 



Ha ! now I triumph o'er the past — 

Our hamlet's ivy'd feme ! 
(To Heaven the poor improvident 

Will ne'er complain in vain.) 
The peaceful grave, that bourne serene, 

Bid all my sorrows flee ;— ^ 
Come, cheer my heart, we must be glad- 

There is a home for me ! 
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TO A HOUSE FLY. 

WRITTEN IN WINTER. 

Poor, shivering, little wanderer. 
Whither on vent'rons wing ? 

Where hast thou been this many a day ?- 
Thy story say or sing. 



Hast thou in some w&rm crevice slept 
Since the ten thousand fled. 

And here to wait till they come back, 
A heavy wager laid ? 



Ah! that were sure a foolish task, 
A wild design and bold, 

For ill would suit thy little frame 
The dangers of a cold. 



Perhaps thou art a traveller 
Our wintry homes t' explore ? 

then thou art a sturdy wight 
To brave out northern shore !— 
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Then take thy notes — and rightfully ; 

Let's see what hast thou there — 
" The window panes axe oold, and such 

A piping in the air ! 



'^ The folks go shiveiing oat -and in, 
Or creep beside their fire, 

And of their nsoal damoming 
They never, nev» tire.** 



But no— thoa art a hometess one, 
A sort of Wandering Jew — 

Could I but spy thy little beard, 
I'd TOW my guessing true. 



Or art thou oome, thou cuiiotts (me, 
With thy inquiring stares. 

To see how, in these biting times, 
A himible poet {antes ? 



Go then with thy diseovery, 
And say to them that sent^-^ 

" He harpeth on right oheerfully, 
And diets ?rith content.** 
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But I'll suppose, frail one, thy lot 
To mine a semblance bears ; 

Thou art a £riendles8 wanderer, 
And hast thy little fears : 



Then welcome to my [d]idter-H3tay 
And share my little mess ; 

I loTe thee in my solitude, 
Ev'n for thy loneliness. 



ThB%.! nestle in my sugar bowl. 
And sip wluct pleaset^ iSase : 

Thank Heav'n that, of its kindness, sent 
i^iou^ for thee and me ! 
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A DREAM OF LOST JOY. 

I HAD a bright glimpfle of the time, 
When my spirit was joyous and free, 

When I dwelt in the Highlander's dime, 
And sported in innocent glee. 



I dreamed— I was tortur'd with joy — 
For I woke to a bitterer sense 

Of a sorrow that knows no alloy, 
And a heart that's bereft of defence^ 



I stood on the scenes of my youth, 
The friends of my childhood were near, 

All pictured in beautiful truth, 
The sportive, the sage, the severe. 



So ardently lov'd and caixessed, 
I felt like a being adored ; 

While round me they eagerly pressed 
To welcome their wand'rer restored. 
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For I had been lost to their care ; 

A£Eur I had strayed, and by night^-* 
There was no one my danger to share, 

And no one to guide me aright. 



The night had been stormy and drear, 
The wilderness dismal and wild ; 

The wolf-ciy fell oft on my ear, 
As onward I moumfdlly toil'd. 



And long had they son^t me, nor slept ; 

And where conld their helpless one roam ? 
And often they prayed and they wept, 

To haye their yonng wanderer home ! 



And she, the sweet charmer, was there— < 
My beautiful love, and my first ; 

She wept in the common despair. 
Till her young heart was ready to burst. 



She tenderly dr^w me aloof, 

And weeping, and smiling, she strove 
To t;hide me, in gentlest reproof. 

As a truant to duty and love : 
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Besought me, when next I would stiay/ 
To call her away for mjr guide, 

She'd lead me the prefctaest way, 
And homeward by eveimsg-tide. 



A tear marked her lingeckig care— 
I kissed it awaj^-she i^roved ;— 

I braided her beauts hair, 
And sung her tiie flongs that tribe bved. 



Tb&i we pictured a helper day"-* 
A cot on some highland hiU-iSide : 

rd hea idiepherd aogay, 
And she'd be my dutiful biide ! 



I woke by excess of my joy— 
I woke to a haaowing sense 

Of a sorrow that knows no aUoy— • 
Of a heart all berefi; of defence. 



Those scenes are still fair to the Tiew, 
But comfort for me they haTB none ; 

Those pleasures I ne'er can renew — 
The friends of my childhood are. gone ! 
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And she, who was &itliful as fail, 
Is wed to a happier mate ; 

From pity alone can she spare 
A tear for my lonely estate ! 



Ye dreams of my scanty repose, 
Yoor inuiges torture my head, 

cease, for my grief to disclose, 
The joys that for ever have fled ! 
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THE MOURNER'S SONG. 

LAY me down to rest in peaoe^ 
Prepare my dreamless {hUow ; 

1 long to be where sorrows cease : 
Beneath the friendly willow : — 

Where through my heart no more will move 
Or fear, or hope, or joy, or love ! 



Fear: if acquaintance reconciles 
Spirits of adverse form, — 

Cheerful might I encounter toils, 
Nor dread each threatening storm ; 

But Fear sits brooding o'er my heart 

To aggravate the coming dart ! 



Hope : she subdued my anguish long, 
But I have lost the maid ; 

Grown wearied of her soothing song 
She sought a milder shade ; 
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And cold Despair, in triumph wild, 
Expunged the promise she broiled ! 



Joy : once I knew — ^the season brief, 
But so intense the measure — 

Had it been less, Fd less in grief 
Bewail the absent treasure. 

Wise man leproyes the simi^ boy, 

But envies still his store of joy. 



And LoTe : the gentle flame, decayed, 
Has left me dark and lone ; 

Betraying onoe, and now betrayed, 
'Tis meet I'm now nndone : 

But how sad it is to prore 

No one that lores — and none to lore ! 



Then I would lay me down in peace 

Upon a dreamless pillow. 
For aU the pangs of sorrow cease 

Beneath the Mendly willow-^ 
There will my stricken heart remove 
From fear, and hope, and joy, and love ! 
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STANZAS. 

How should I munniiT at the hour 
When Death will lend his soothing power ? 

How should my soul complain 
To part this fragile tenement, 
By every striving passion spent, 

And grief subdued in vain ? 



Should I be loth to yield this breath, 
Or dread to meet the pangs of death ? 

Alas ! the pangs of life 
Have more of pain, even ware they brief ; 
Nor long endurance brings relief 

From pangs of mortal strife ! 



Wearied and worn — I do not sleep ;-— 
Oppressed with grief— I do not weep— ^ 

The grief that melts in tears 
Exhales and dies : — ^but tears nor sighs 
The bosom yields when once the prize 

Of wild and mortal fears ! 
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Oh^ I will munnuT not to see 
The shaft that bringps me liberty ; 

Nor will my soul complain 
To part its dreary home, and rest 
Where passion will no more molest, 

And grief pursue in Tain ! 
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LINES 



WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM. 



Awake once more, thou siinple lyie^ 
Thine artless cords have long been mute, 

And teAed all thou hadst of fire, 
That gave a Toioe to lover's lute : 

What time I swept thee oft and free 

To themes of mountain minstrelsy. 



Yet once again, and I presage 
For thee, a long — a lasting rest : 

Thy latest tones are booned a page. 
At youthful beauty's high behest — 

And must I strike in vain ? ah me ! 

Departed is thy minstrelsy. 



My lyre ! when for thy minstrel boy 
Thy wild notes won a rustic wreath,- 

£re I could raise my song of joy, 
I cast thee on a Highland heath ; 
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Doomed to forsake lov^d fonns and thee. 
For scenes unkind to minstrelsy. 



Sweet Lady ! thou hast deagned to ask 
Of me some tributary lay ; 

Though much unworthy of the task, 
IVe mused an idle hour away. 

A witless rhyme I give to thee, 

Alas ! it has no minstrelsy. 



When thou^tfully thine eye will trace 
The pages of thy cherished lore, — 

Say, will it linger here to bless 
The cheerless lyre that wakes no more ? 

scorn not its simplicity, 

It knows no better minstrelsy. 



May thy pure joys long yield thee smiles, 
As merry and as free as now ; 

May'st thou ne'er feel misfortune's wiles, 
Nor anxious care impress thy brow — 

may thy days as gladsome be, 

As might be wished in minstrelsy ! 
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THE TEAR-DROP OF JOY. 

To weep is not always a token of sorrow, 
Nor sadness alone can a tear-drop b^oile, 

For a moment of bliss from the heart's fount may borrow 
A symbol more sacred to joy than a smile. 



In grief we may weep for a dear one dq^arted-^ 
In care, when the soothings of hope disappear ; 

And mourners, who languish forlorn, broken-hearted, 
Have only one balm in their sorrow—a tear ! 



But the tear-drop of joy has a better emotion, 
More tiny in form, and more bright in career ; 

It has less of revealing, and more of devotion ; 
'Tis a visible thought of what most we revere ! 



With a smile it is oft sweet companionship keeping,**- 
Twin-spirits they seem, every ill to destroy. 

Dear , if e'er 'tis thy lot to be weeping. 

May the tear which thou shed'st be the tear-drop of joy. 
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FIRST LOVE. 

Serene is Nature's migesty, 

And beautifiil her pride^ 
When Summer brings her loveliness 

To meadow, tree, and tide. 
And as serenely beautiful, 

The young enthusiast deems 
The form that prompts his waking thoughts, 

And charms his fondest dreams. 
What time his heart glows warm beneath 

First love's enchanting beams. 



The voice of birds — the gush of brooks — 

Young flowers—the milky way — 
Moonlight upon the midnight deep 

When winds have died away ! 
The radiant smiles of infancy — 

Soft music's magic wile — 
Remembrance of departed joys 

And Hope's illusive guile : — 
These have a soothing influence 

Through life's enduring toil ! 
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these have pleasing influence 

And gentle aid impart 
To win from cold Despondency 

The can>-wom pilgrim's heart- 
But, in the sweet spring time of life 

More pleasant far may prove 
Than aught of beauty or delight 

Around us, or aboye, 
The genial, the bewildering power 

Of first and fidthful love ! 



The mourner may foiget his tears, 

And sorrow yield to mirth ; 
The Exile may in time forget 

The £ur land of his birth : 
Friendship decays — ^remembered scenes 

Erewhile in memory set^ 
Joys that have cheered a lonely hour — 

Griefe, well remembered yet-^ 
May be forgot — ^but first fond love 

What heart can e'er forget ? 
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TO THE FALSE. 

True Ib thy memory, beauteous one ! 

For, in oar happy days, 
Thou'st told me oft how good it was 

To search its dreamy maze : 
When we compared, in oonyerse sweet, 

Within our own &]r groTO, 
The bygone joys of childhood, 

And the present ones of love ! 



True is thy memory, once beloved ! 

But is it still as pure, 
As it was wont to be, when thou 

My wanderings would*st allure 
To worship in the woodland path 

The radiance that would float 
In the beaming of thy peerless eye ? 

Methinks that it is not ! 
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Trae is thy memoiy, £uthle88 one ! 

Is it not to thee now 
The record— iih, the lasting one— ^ 

Of many a broken vow ? 
And can'st thou now, in solitude 

At the cahn hour of eyen, 
Think on the past without a pang, 

Beneath the eye of Heaven ? 



True is thy memory, hapless one ! 

In a gay and mirthful crowd 
I saw thee pass — thy cheek was pale— 

Thou only would'et be proud ; 
In that fiur throng one heart did beat 

That once was all divine, 
But now entombed in sorrow^s gulf— 
wherefore was it thine ? 
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LUGANO. 

If waters that serenely lie 
Beneath an ever placid sky, 
Where Summer loTes to lin^ long, 
And sonny hours their stay prolong : 
If monntains, robed in loveliness, 
That meet the sky with soft caress : 
Fields, ever fertile, ever fiiir. 
And fragrant groves, and healthful air 
If Nature's various charms combined 
To form a beauty undefined 
With blessing can a scene invest, 
Lugano, thou'rt supremely blest ! 



For seldom furer galaxy 

Will greet the pilgrim's wondering eye ; 

Or beauty and magnificence. 

That win the eye and charm the sense 

Invite with more persuasive tonguo 

The homage of the poet's song. 
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Thy lofty hills^ migestic piled, 
Were else tremendous, dark, and wild, 
But for the bland fertility 
That beautifies their majesty ; 
And iraried hues of yerduie blent 
On terrace, Yale, and battlement. 
Beguiling with a warm embrace 
And kind — ^like maiden loTeUness 
That fondles with an angry sixe, 
And turns to love his wildest ire. 



Thy lake^ methinks, a txttnqiiil tide 
Assumed by Nattuze in her pride, 
To ima^B, in its varied bine, 
The &mBt sky she ever drew ! 



The blooming mead, and mossy cell. 
The vineyard rich, and golden dell, 
Proclaim that all the seasons smile 
To bless the hiqppy Switzer's toil. 
I envy not his heart who roams 
A&r &om these delightfol homes, 
Whoie peace presides in hut and hall, 
With heavenly freedcon crowning all ! 
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Scotland ! my own, my native land, 
I love thy soil from strand to strand ; 
In humble hut, in field, and fold, 
In lake and stream, and mountain old, 
I love thee in thy various forms — 
I love thee in thy very storms ; 
! And thank the destiny divine 
That honoured me — a child of thine ! 



I 

! 



But prejudice, with hateful sway, 
Shall never rule my humble lay, 
When giffc or grace ei other clime 
Induce the tribute of my rhyme. 



Then will I murmur not to own 
That richer woods than thine imbrown 
The Mils and plains of Swedii^ land ; 
Or how the common parent hand. 
That gave peculiar charms to thee. 
Gave others more fertility ; 
How sterner aspects far than thine 
Preside on Alp and Apennine ; 
How sweets flowers than thine arise 
In radiance of Itafian skies ; 
And every charm, OHnbmed, reside 
By fjEiir Lugano's aalrer tide. 
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THE BROKEN SWORD, 



JL TRADITIONARY TALE OP CULLODEN. 



It fell on that eventfiil day 
The Stuart's hapless cause 

Was blighted on Colloden field, 
By stem nnyielding laws. 



The fight was o'er— the Yanquished handi 
Fled fer to wood and wild ; — 

many a tear was shed that day 
By fsAhsx and by child. 



The shades of even robed in gloom 
The oaks of old Dnnean, 

As by their pathless mazes sped, 
A wanderer from the plain. 
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He was &om fell Culloden mo<ff, 

And of the royal band, 
Who, then dispersed, pursued the foe 

O'er the afiiighted land ; 
Destroying them — ah ! darkest deed — 

With wild and ninid*ions hand. 



His sword, deep dyed with Soottiah gore, 

Was broken then in twain ; 
One half was girded by his side. 

The rest was with the slain. 



Onward he wentr— the green fields lay 

Four weaiy miles behind ; 
The sun went down, the raven croaked 

To the loud, lamenting wind ; 
Some sheltering corert was his need^ 

But no one could he find. 



And cold that wintry night came on^ 

And dismal the forest grew ; 
But the soldier's heart, so bold and brave, 

No idle terror knew ; 
Yet he often thought of the cam^ red, 

And the hardy men he slew ! 

D 



50 THE BBOKEN SWORD, 

And now the lain drops beat the sod, 
And the wind rushed fitful by — 

The youth looked up—a-weU-a-day \ 
A fearful storm was ni^ ; 

And yet no glimpse of frigidly shade 
Broke on his wistful eye. 



And soon the drenching torrent fell ; 

The tempest bent the t ree s ■ 
" Hark ! was not that a female's voice 

Came wafted by the breeze 1" 



Few paces on the traveller went. 
When, lo ! in a darksome maze, 

A lovely form lay on the ground. 
" Kind Heaven, I give thee praise. 

That led me here," the soldier cried, 
" This weeping ione to raise." 



He placed her by a sheltering bush, 
And wrung her tresses fedr. 

Then, fondly kneeling by her side. 
Bestowed a gen'rous care ; 

And, sooth to tell, it was her meed, 
For she was- wond'rous fidr. 
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Soon passed away the wintry gale, 

The storm subdued its might, 
And, piercing through the greenwood yeil, 

The moon shone warm and bright,^-^ 
As if in pity for that pair, 

Lone wandering in the night. 



Then of the wanderer's mournful cause 
The soldier fun would know — 

" wherefore thus forlorn abroad. 
And why this bitter woe 1" 



The storm had fled— the rain had ceased- 

The loud wind died away ; 
The sweeping clouds, by sudden fits, 

Disclosed the moon's pale ray. 



Then as the maid's returning strength 

The soldier's care repaid, 
She murmured forth her pensive tale 

Beneath an oaken shade. 
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Not far, within the foiest^s bonnds, 
From other homes remote, 

Young Flora's dwelling stood seren^-^ 
A fair sequester'd oot* 



Her Others, there, for ages past, 
Had dwelt in peace secure ; 

With cheerful toil, and rosy health, 
Their little joys were supe. 



Till dvil discord turned to grief 
The cheerful peasant's mirth-— 

Disserer'd many a friendly tie. 
And darkened many a hearth. 



And how their household joys decayed, 

The maiden wept to tell : 
How first on fatal Sheriff-muir 

Her fiither'a kinsmen fell. 



She told how, seyen long years before, 

A youthful brother wwt, 
For England bound, on mission dire. 

By secret condaye s^t. 
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But tidings soon arriTed that he 
And many more were lost ; 

The vessel, in a stonn, went down 
Upon the English coast. 



Then stricken by the sudden grief, 

Her aged mother lay, 
ISor left her bed of sicknefli once 

Until her dying day ! 



But calm content would still attend 
The husband's rural toil, 

And joy within their humble home 
Appeared once more to smile. 



'^ Till 0," she said, '^ our dansmen came 

Adown the hills in glee, 
Their pibroch wail it was that brought 

This bitter woe to me ! 



'^ My father plumed his bonnet then, 
And girded his claymore ; 

And took the targe our ancestors 
In many a conflict bore : 



54 THE BROKEN SWORD^ 

* I go to fight for my Prince's right,' 

In joyful mood, said he— 
' But I'll return when the red coats moum 

Our certain victory !' 



^' He gave my mother a parting kiss, 

And he gave me another, 
And he bounded away ; but a fearful gloom, 

As he went, came o'er my mother. 



" She drew me to her tender breast, 

And tearfully she said, 
^ May kinder fate avert the doom 

My vision'd eyes have read— ^ 
I saw thy father's lifeless form 

Upon a cold heath bed ! 



* But pray with me, my daughter, — pray 
That Heaven may be thy guide, 

If e'er thou shou'dst, an orphan, stray 
On life's uncertain tide.' 

She bless'd me with her parting breath, 

Then slowly closed her eyes in death ! 
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" With no one near to shaire my grief, 

I watched her ail the night, 
Till passing winds bore moumfdlly 

The pealings of the fight. 



" And when they ceased, I long'd to know 

What to my sire befell. 
Soldier ! — ^in pity for my woe, 

Spare not the worst to tell !*' 



She said, and by the moonlight dear 
Her weeping eyes they bent 

On the soldier's broken sword— to hear, 
grief ! the loud lament 

That wrong her sorrowing heart, as she 

Fell faintly by the old oak tree ! 



A cot within a pleasant glad( 

A dwelling meet for joy ; — 
No sound is heard save wood-bird's note— 

And waters murmuring by. 
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A lovely solitude, without, 
In chanu that never dies : 

A dreary aspect reigns within- 
Pale death, and tears, and sighs ! 



Two youthful ones are lonely by 
The bier of a dead mother : 

There is the maiden, woe-bygone, — 
And there,*— her long-lost brother 



For such was he, the soldier youth, 
Who, in the storm, that night 

Dcscry'd and rais'd the weeping one 
When wandering from the fight. 



He was not lost, as had been said, 

In times of discontent, 
For he espoused the royal cause, 

!Nor did the dire intent 



Which he set out to execute ; 

And now with those came he 
Who, on Culloden,. fought for QeoiiBe, 

And won the victory I 
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Dim shone the moiiow*s sickening beams 

Upon Culloden heath, 
The hopes and fean of yestorday 

Had left but giief and death* 



And many a tme and valiant heart 
Then found a desert grave, 

While anavailing tears bewail'd 
The faithful and the brave. 



It was a feaifiil thing to gaze 

Upon the scene around ; 
The perished flowers of Highland might 

Bestrewed the crimson ground ; 
The dew l^t sought the heather-bell 

On their cold breasts was found ! 



With dismal calls, and wailings loud, 

Resounding o'er the wild, 
The mother sought her husband there, 

The &ther sou^t his child. 
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Amidst the slain were weepers twain, 
A pLuded foim attending — 

Young Flora and her brother o'er 
Their father's corse were bending. 



He lay like a fidlen eagle there^ 

His hi^ brow dyed with gore ; 
His hands outstretched : one grasped his dirk, 

The other his claymore. 
Seven prostrate Southrons by his side—* 
Proofs of his valour ere he died ! 



Then fondly kneeling by her sire, 

To pray for his spirit fled, 
The maiden from his breast withdrew 

The fragment of a blade. 



One glance towards her brother's side-^ 
One piercing shriek — ^the last 

That burst from that sweet maiden's soul, 
And all her griefe were past — 

The steel that crush'd her father's life, 

Her brother wielded in the strife ! 
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THE HIGHLAND GARB. 



WRITTEN FOR THE FIRST ANNIVERSARY DINNER OF THE 
HIGHLAND GARB SOCIETY. * 



In the days when Scotia's fame was young, 

" A long time ago," 
Her Highland sons, in Highland garb, 

" Were dress'd from top to toe ;" 
And well the plaided heroes graced 

Hill, forest, glen, and lea, 
Like eagles of their mountain land, 

As noble and as free. 



* Seveml yean ago, an ardent desire to perpetuate the national costume 
of their ancestors prompted a few Highlanders in Glasgow to institute a 
society for that object, and the support of a charitable fund. I^rom the 
exceUence of the design, and the perseverance of its founders, the '* High- 
i,AND Garb Socihty " speedily flourished, acquiring eminent patronage 
and a large increase of members. 

The first grand anniversary meeting took place in the Ossianic Hall, in 
the winter of 1839. The banquet was attended by several hundred High- 
landers, all attired in the national garb. Few circuuistances could have 
been better calculated to gratify a Highland heart than the display which 
was there presented. So great was the enthusiasm which prevailed on the 
occiision, that several natives of Ireland, rejoicing in Highland descent, 
came from their distant homes to participate in the harmony, and warm 
their breasts in the Garb of Old GauL 
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Fill high the cup, and be the toast, — 
The Highland Garb of yore ! 
The Highland hills, the Highland hearts, 
The pibrochd— the daymore I 
The Highland hills, <kc* 



For ages long that race has gone 

To many an honoured grave : 
By Fame enrolled as chief among 

The fiuthfiil and the brave ; 
And they are still as bold and true 

In thdr beloved domain, 
Or where by adveise fortune led, 

In lands beyond the main. 
Fill high the cup, &c. 



The Highland hearts are living yet, 

As noble as before : 
But where are now the Highland garb, 

The pibrochd, the claymore, 
The philab^ the cdftagwrr^ 

And all the fair array, 
That cheer'd the Mend, and scar'd the foe — 

tell me, where are they % 
Fill high the cup, <fec. 
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But will we let the ancient garb 

Our Others lor'd, be gone ? 
Or will we brook to see it borne 

By stranger forms alone ? 
no ! we will remember it, 

Well cherish it most dear ; 
And if we must its use for^, 

Well prize it, to revere ! 
Fill hi^ the cap, drc. 



yield again, ye Highland hills, 

Our fathers^ andent strains : 
And their bdoved, long-lost, attire, 

Bestore, ye Highland plains ! 
Thy spirit has not slumbered yet, 

Land of the minstrers story, — 
Land of the generous and brave, — 

Of gallantly and glory ! 
Fill high the cup, <l^c. 
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SONG. 



THE BANKS o' CLYDE. 



AIR :— ." O' a' the airur 

Bt Clyde's dear stream a flow'ret grows, 

A flow'ret ricli an' rare ; 
Nae lordly ha' nor mountain bower 

Can boast a flower sae fair— > 
sweet are Scotland's maids, I ween, 

By mountain, glen, an' tide- 
But nane can yie wi' her I loe 

Upon the banks o' Clyde, 



It is na for her saft red lips, 

Nor for her sparklin' een ; 
It is na for her gentle form, 

Nor yet her artless mein ; 
But it's for her mind sae pure, 

Adorned in angel pride. 
That I hae sighed an' pined wi' luve 

Upon the banks o' Clyde. 



SONG. 63 



brightly fa' the momin' rays 

Upon the leaves o' June, 
An' sweetly warbles in the wud 

The linty's evenin' tune ; 
But brighter far the kindly glance 

0' Mary at my side ; 
An' sweeter fer her voice to me, 

Upon the banks o' Clyde. 



Let Fortune frown upon my lot. 

Or a' her gifts bestow, 
She ne'er can change the constant flame 

That bums thro' weal an' woe. 
Then wheresoe'er my steps be led. 

An' whatsoe'er betide, 
This faithfu' heart will linger lang 

Upon the banks o' Clyde. 
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THE WANDERER. 



AN ILLUSTRATION OF A FOFULAR SYMPATHY. 



Embowered within a pathless wood, 
A place of shade and solitude, 

Where crowded many an ancient oak, 
And many a wild-flower bloomed unseen, 

And only birds, and liy'lets broke 
The stillness of the holy scene— 
A peasant dwelt ^-« hardy mau^ 
Whose cheerful task it was to scan 
The precincts of a rich domain, 
Protect the forest*s antlered train^ 
And, bending o'er the rooted soil, 
To ply the axe — ^romantic toil ! 



To him a weary youth once came. 
Of wasted form and weakly frame : 
His Testments sad, yet trim and clean, 
The measured step, and solemn mein. 
The fallen cheek, and languid eye, 
The upward look, and frequent sigh. 



1 
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Told, that the hapless child was he 
Of genius, and of— misery ! 



The rustic well the yonth smrveyed, 
And, wondering, waited his behest, 

Who, lUMCcastomed reT'ience paid, 
And thus his plaintive tale expressed :• 



'^ Lone dweller in the forest glade, 

Where peace and blest contentment smile. 
To thee my random steps have strayed 

O'er many a long and dreary mile. 

Nor do I gnulge my ardent toil 
To meet with all my heart desuned, 

Since, prompted by the musing maid, 
ProspectiTe fame my bosom fired. 
For, lo! while yet a cherished boy, 
Mine artless lyre was all my joy ; 
But manhood led me forth to strife, 
And then I dghed for such a life 
As Nature's £etyoured children know. 
Whose days and years so smoothly flow 
In woods and wilds — ^in nameless bliss — 
Good truth! in such a scene as this. 



t: 
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^^ But longer I could not abide 

My destiny*s resistless tide ; 

And now I leave the city's noise, 

To share with thee thy sylyan joys. 

I come, *tis true, in meek attire, 

But bring * my book, my scrip, my lyre.' 

0, yield a home in yonder cot, 

And say that Heaven has blessed my lot." 



The peasant viewed the stranger's face, 

Each mournful lineament to trace ; 

Nor, longer viewing, strove the less 

His wakened feelings to repress : 

Quoth he — " Young man, your case, I trow, 

Is one of wondrous grief enow ; 

But, haste, relieve my anxious doubt — 

Does your fond mother know you're out ?" 
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EPISTLE TO A FRIEND, 



ADVISING AGAINST THE PUBSUIT OF POESY. 



AN IMITATION. 



Hail to thee ! Monarch o' guid fellows ! 
Gif thou be mortal^ as they tell us — 
I'll rax my pipe, an' croon my bellows 

To sing thy worth : 
Thon art the winsomest o* billies 

Fiae out the North. 

" HaJl to thee " is a sklentit phrase, 
That's maistly gi'en to folk o' place ; 
Atweel it is but empty praise, 

Aye bodin' flattery— 
Sae I will e'en tak simpler space 

An' hamelier smattery :- 
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Gold momin* to your sonsie pow, 
Your honest phiz, an' honny hrow — 
To you and yours I mak' my bow 

In richt sincerity, 
Wishing ye a' the joys that flow 

Frae hame felicity. 

May He wha ruleth ilka fate, 

As weeL the puir man's as the great ; 

Wha tents the mailen an' the State 

Wi' care divine — 
May He protect £rae evera strait 

Thyself an' thine ! 

Lang may ye Uve — ^kng may ye pree 
The finiits that spxmg £ne Honour's tree, 
Laag-SQule in honest jolHty, 

An', peacefu', cahn, 
lang, hngy may ye ken ti^ gree 

0' friendship's balm ! 

May never daxk misfortune stress ye ; 
May never fellow-man oppress ye ; 
May never eankerin' cure distress yo, . 

Nor hardship's ban'. 
But may His guid benignaace bless ye. . 

Wi' bounteous han' ! 
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Noo for a wordie in your oar, — 

Nae saiint nor mither*s aon sail hear : — 

0* warldly guids an' nsefa' gear 

Tak* tent, I rede ye, 
An' fyr your ain dear aake forbear 

The rhymin' tradie. 

Whan bodies en^y Homer's fiune 
They should remember Homer's wame, 
An' mony mair ve needna name, 

JB'en Homer's matches : 
Parnassus speelers, lank an' lame, 

Puir feckless wretches ! 

Poesy ! thou pleasing art. 
Why is fell miseiy thy part ) 
Why ia't that he wha seeks thy mart, 

Hk ill to braye, 
Gets for his paiBs a bitten heart 

An' scanty graye ? 

If there is in this waii sae mid, 
A wretch, fine evera joy exiled, 
Misfortune's play-thing— misery's child — 

That's ane, weel mark — 
Wha strives to live an' baud a bield 

On rhymin' wark. 
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Turn to the page o' bygane time : 
How fiaied the sobs o' song sublime ? 
In evera age — ^in eyeradime — 

A cheerless lot ; 
Tears, an' a grave, an* then to shine : 

Their "wrongs forgot. 

Otway ! the gleams thou didst impart 
Dissolved the eye, an' thrilled the heart : 
But Taste once feasted wi' thine art, 

Gave puir return : 
By penury's maJst poignant smart 

Thou died forlorn ! 

Chatterton! thine is a deathless name, 
Yet here thou never kent a hame ; 
The man wha doth thy frailties blame, 

Ne'er felt thy wounds — 
Thy spirit to the world cried " Shame !"— 

An' burst its bounds ! 

Feigusson ! thy Scottish lyre 
In vain disclosed its halcyon fire : 
Thy brain, with striving passions tir'd. 

In madness whirled— < 
Thou left, to seek some kinder choir, 

A heartless world ! 
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But here the muse, wild, weepin', pale, 
(Her blighted flowers she'll aft bewail,) 
Will close the unregarded tale — 

'Tis Tain to preach 
To genius, if it will prevail, 

An' vain to teach. 

Yet, Britain, boast na' o' thy store 
0' classic worth an' minstrel lore ; 
If ilk puir lad could leave the stoure 

Wha raised that fame, 
Wed might thou tremble at the core 

Wi' vera shame ! 
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LINES, 

WRITTEN IN A CJHURCH-TARD IN A LONELY SCENE 
OF THB HIGHLANDS. 

Traveller, in this wild solitude, 

Pass not all heedless on ; 
Bring here thy presence and thy thoughts, 

Devoutly and alone : 

'Tis well to seek those heights sublime 

With pensive and admiring eye — 
Those valleys speak of Nature's love, 

Those hills her gorgeous majesty. 
But one who trod those haunts before, 

Or joyous youth, or thoughtful seer — 
His journey past — ^his dreamings o'er — 

Came forth, and rested here. 

Beauty and love, and rosy mirth 

Are nestled in yon little cot. 
And pleasant toil, and calm content — 

Dost envy the poor peasants' lot ? 
Thou'lt miss them there in after days, 

Then should'st thou their new dwelling trace, 
And know the measure of their joys — 

Seek this forsaken place. 



THE HOURS I THINK OF THEB. 73 



THE HOURS I THINK OF THEE. 



What time the Sun in purple pall is dying 

A&i beyond the eagle's ae^ired way ; 
What time the breeze through Flora's bower is sighii^ 
A solemn dixge for the departed day ; 
When on the mountain top the Queen of Hea^m 

Smiles her bright path to stay the gloom of night ; 
When to the tempest-toss'd blest Hope is given, 

By the fiur pole-star in celestial height : — 
These are the hours I think of thee, most dutiful ! 

The oold contentions of the world I leave, 

And dedicate, in thou^t, the glowing eve 
To thee, my star of hope, my Beautiful ! 
And when the moon forsakes the mountain streams, 
My thoughts pursue thee in a land of dreams ! 
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THE NORE, 



A FRAGMEin:. 



A BURNING sun shot through a cloudless sky, 
Pouring refulgence on a tranquil tide ; 
On slumb^iing sails the lively pennon died, 

And Beauty slept on Ocean's majesty. 

Around an aged mariner we stood, 
Listening to tales of carnage on the flood — 

Of battles, and the Nore. In truth, we rested 
Where counselled once, for freedom and for fame, 
England's sea-warriors, when high the flame 

They reared of Liberty ; — ^in days they breasted 
The yielding billows of remoter seas, 
Braving alike the " battle and the breeze," 

To tell of England, the supreme defence. 

And speak her yengeful ire in thundered eloquence ! 

All silent now, and speckless : no commotion 

Breaks o'er the stillness of the placid tide — 
The fidrest sea that margins the dark ocean — 
A pleasant path, to joyful hours allied. 
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LINES, 



ON A VIEW OF THE COVENANTERS* TOMB IN THE BOG OF 



LOCH IN-KETT, GALLOWAY. 



What time Loch In-kett's distant wave is dyed 
By evening shadows in funereal gloom, 

Why tarns the wanderer from yon cairn aside — 
The Martyr Covenanters* desert tomb 1 



Here, in the dusk, the homeward rustic speeds 
From pallid forms in hoary, dim display ; 

Still, for his Mth, the Good Enthusiast bleeds. 
When Superstition points her stem array ! 



Unwearied Thought ! why vainly thus survey 
The seeming creatures Fancy loves t* invest ; 

Ko shade unholy e'er presumes to stray 
Where the blest ashes of the Martyrs rest. 
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POLITICAL ERROR. 



OuBS is, indeed, a Mr and fertile land, 
And good it is its beauties to survey ; 
But the heart sickens when it chance to stray 
From Nature's blessings to the ingrate band 
Whose wild behest would madly strike the hand 
Of a good destiny. De^ discontent, 
And rudely told, with prompted anger blent, 
Marks to the world the much-deluded train : 

But broader resteth the inglorious brand 
On the base few, who, for a golden gain, 

Their unwise counsels, th^ deceit will vent, 
To spoil the ^adness of the meek domain : 
Bidding the poor man's happiness depart — 
Guiding astray the simple peasant's heart. 



TRANSLATIONS 



FROM 



THE GAELIC. 



THE AGED BARD'S WISH. 



The following Gaelic po«in, of which a translation has been here attempted, 
is certainly a curious and valuable relic of antiquity. That it was composed 
subsequent to the times of Ossian is manifest from the author's having 
adopted the pastoral style of composition, which does not appear to have 
been a characteristic of the Ossianic era. 

This production is held in great estimation by native Highlanders, and 
deservedly so ; for there is an ardour of enthusiasm and a force of expres- 
sion pervading it, to which no translation can do Justice. 

More than one metrical version of the ** Aged Bard's Wish " has, some 
time ago, appeared, though certainly none is deserving of notice excepting 
that of the late Mrs Grant of Laggan. But, in the opinion of the present 
translator, that lady must have met with a very garbled and mutilated 
copy of the original, as several stanzas have been totally omitted. And, 
without disparaging or depreciating her acknowledged merit, she appears 
occasionally, in her poetic enthusiasm, to have lost sight of the actual sen- 
timents of the bard. Whatever may be deemed the merits or defects of the 
translation now offered, the author of it has been fortunate enough to 
obtain what he considers an entire and genuine copy of the Gaelic poem. 
He has also availed himself of a suggestion made by Henry Mackenzie, the 
Addison of Scotland, to Mrs Grant, (which she did not adopt,) by insert- 
ing the Gaelic original ; and such of his readers as may happen to be con- 
versant with the peculiarities of that language will, he flatters himself, 
feel disposed to make some allowance for the difficulties he had to encoun- 
ter ; for, in his zeal to adhere as rigidly as possible to the archetype, he 
has frequently found himself inevitably compelled to make use of words and 
phrases, which, if merely a matter of option, he would have avoided. 



MI ANN ▲ BHAIRD AOSDA. 81 



MIANN A BHAIRD AOSDA. 



I. 



O caraibh mi ri taobh nan allt, 
A shiubhlas mall le ceumaibh ciuin, 

Fo sgail a bharraich leag mo cheann, 
'S bi thus a ghrian ro chairdeil rinm. 



II. 



Gu socair sin 's an fheur mo thaobh, 
Air bniaich nan dithean 's nan gaoth tla, 

'S mo chas ga sliobadh *s a' bhraon mhaoth, 
'S e lubadh tbaiais caoin tro 'n bhlar. 



III. 



Biodh sobhrach bhan is aillidh snuadh, 
M'an coairt do^m thulaich 's uain' fo' dhriuchd, 

'S an neoinean beag 's mo lamb air cluain, 
'S an ealabhuidh' aig mo chluais gu h>iir. 

F 
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IV. 

Around the vaUey's lofty brow T '"^ ^^^-^. u. 

Be blooming, bending trees inwove ;/ //^i^ , . cv^ / - " 
And warblers sing from many a bough, ^/i^l'^/^-^"^ ^^ 

While rocks repeat their songs of love. /X v r- *^^ >" • < v/ . 



V. 



From out the ivy-cover'd rock 

Shall new-bom waters gurgling glide ; 
And sweet-toned Echo oft invoke 

The music of the constant tide. 



VI, 

May voice of hills and rocks prolong 
The joyous herds' endearing sound. 

Then shall awaken, far and long, 
Their thousand lowuigs all around. 



VII. 

May sporting fawns be in my sight, 
By flowing stream or mountain breast ; 

The wearied kid, in mute delight 
And innocence, beside me rest. 
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IV. 

Mu'n cuairt do bhruachaibh krd mo ghliun\ 

Biodh lubadh gheug a*s orra bla ; 
'S clann bheag nam preas a' tabhairt seinn, 

Do chieagaibh aosd' le oran gr^dh. 



V. 



Bnseadh tro chreag nan eidheann dlu, 
Am fuaran ur le tonamam trom, 

'S freagraidh mac-talla gach dull, 
Do dh^ fhoaim sratha dlu nan tonn. 



VI. 



Freagraidh gach cnoc, agus gach sliabh, 
Le binn-fhuaim geur nan aighean mear ; 

'N sin duinnidh mise mile geum, 
A' riuth m'an cuairt domh *n iar 's an ear. 



VII. 



M'an cuairt biodh lu-H;hleas nan laogh, 
Ei taobh nan smth, no air an l^irg ; 

'S am minnean beag de'n chomhndg sgith, 
'N am achlais a' cadal gu'n cheilg. 



■Tam^iv 
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VIII. 

Slow wafted by the gentle wind, 
The voice of lambs shall greet my ear ; 

Then anxious ewes shall answer, kind, 
When their approaching brood they hear. ^ 

IX. 

! let me hear the huntsman's voice, 
On boundless heath, when hounds pursue \ 

Then will my heart again rejoice. 
And youth light up my cheek anew 1 



X. 



Fresh vigour wakes me while I hear 
The horn, the hound, the whizzing bow — 

Hark ! hark ! they shout — " Fall'n is the deer ! 
I seem to skip by mountain brow 1 

XI. 

Ah ! yonder is the faithful hound. 
My constant friend at night and mom ; 

And, lo ! the rocks that would resound, 
In oth?r days, my joyous horn ! 



>» 
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VIIL 

Sruthadh air sgeith na h-osaig mhin, 
Glaodhan maoth nan cro mu'm chluats, 

'N sin freagnddh a mheanmh-«preigh, 
'Nuair cliluinn, an gineil, 's iad a ndth a nuas. 



IX. 

A oeum an tnsealgair ri mo chluais 1 
Le sranna ghath^ a^s chon feagh cdeibh 

^N sin dearsaidh an oig^ air mo ghraaidh, 
'Nuair dh-eireas toinn air sealg an f heidh. 



X. 



Duisgidh smior am chnaimh, 'nuair chluinn, 
Mi tailmrich dhos^ a's chon, a's shieang, 

'Nuair ghlaodhar— " Thuit an damh !" 
Tha mo bhuinn a leum ga beo ri ard nam beann. 



XI. 

^N sin chi mi, air learn, an gadhar, 
A leanadh mi an-moch a^s moch ; 

"S na sldbh bu mhiannach learn 'thaghall 
'S na creagan a fieagairt do'n dos. 



/. 
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XII. 

The well-known cave now meets my gaze, 
- c ' Where generous shelter soothed by night 
How cheering was the log's warm blaze, 
While from the cup we drank delight 1 



XIII. 

Then smok'd the feast, from mountains stored, ;: 
While Treig's <2) dear wave would music pour ; 

Though spirits shrieked and tempests roared, 
We slept secure, and scorned their power. 



XIV. 

I see Ben-ard of stately brow, 

'Midst thousand hills the chief, and best ; 
The dreams of stags are on his prow ; 

The clouds repose upon his crest. 



^iV 



XV. 



I see Scur-eilt above my vale. 

Where first the cuckoo tunes her voice ; 
Where trees in lasting bloom prevail. 

And flowers and light gazelles rejoice. //.^ • j/ ^ ' ifA 



9 
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XII. 

Chi mi 'n uamh a ghabh gu fial 

'S gu trie ar ceumaibh roi 'n oidhch' ; 
Dhuisgeadh ar sunnt le blathas a cratm, 

'S an solas chnach a bha mor aoibhneas. 



XIII. 

Bha ceo air fleagh bharr an fheidh 
An deoch a Treig 's an tonn ar ceol, 

Ge d' sheinneadb taisg *s ge d' ranadh sleibh, 
Sinute 's an uaimh bu sheamb ar neoil. 



XIV. 

Chi mi Beinn-ard is ailHdh fiamh, 
Ceann-feadhna air mhile beann, 

Bha aisling nan damh na dabh, 
'S i leabaidh nan nial a ceann. 



XV. 

Chi mi Sgorr-eild' air broach a ghlinn' 
An goir a chnach gn binn an tos. 

A's gorm mheaU-ailt' na mile giubhas 
Nan luban nan earba, 's nan Ion. 
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XVI. 

Let tender ducklings skim with speed 
The placid lake of stately pines, 

Where stretches &r the woody mead, 
And mountain-ash in softness twines. 



XVII. 

The beauteous swan of snowy breast 
Glides graceful o'er the yielding wave ; 

When soaring o'er the mountain's crest 
How lightsomely the clouds she'U braye ! 



XVIII. 

Her stormy wing she oft hath led 
To frigid regions, distant, wide, 

Where vent'rous sail may ne'er be spread. 
Nor oaken prow the wave divide. 



XIX. 

Swan ! from land of waves returned: — 
On mountain heights thy stay prolong— 

And sing of thy afiections mourned : 
I love to hear th' aerial song ! 
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XVI. 

Biodh tuinn 6g a snamh le sunnt, . 

Thar linne 's mine giubhas, gu luath, 
Srath ghiubhais uam' aig a oeann, 

A' lubadh chaoran dcarg air bniaich. 



XVII. 

Biodh eal' aluinn an uchd bhain, 
A snamh le spreigh air bharr nan tonn, 

'Noair thogas i ggiath an aird, 
A measg nan nial cha'n Huks i trom. 



XVIII, 

'S trie i 'g astar thar a ehuain, 
6a asraidh fhuar nan ioma' ronn. 

Far nach togar breid ri crann, 
'S nach sgoilt sron dharaich tonn ! 



XIX. 

Bi thusa ri dosan nan torn, 
Is comha' do ghaol ann ad bheul, 

Eala' thriall o thir nan tonn 
'S tu seinn dhomh ciuil an aird nan speur. 
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XX. 

Awake the soothing strain on high ! 

Pour out the tidings of thy sorrow ;- 
And Echo from the tuneful sky 

The woeful tale will fondly borrow ! 



XXI. 

Now spread thy wings across the main — 
May fav'ring winds their aid impart ! 

! pleasant was thy parting- strain — 
The love-song of thy wounded heart ! 



XXII. 

Youth ! (3) from what fiar distant shore 
Thy voice of sorrow, tempest borne ? 

His journey he'll retrace no more, 
Who left my hoary locks forlorn. 



XXIII. 

Do tearful eyes thy grief bespeak, 
Virgin ! of the whitest hand ? 

May joy eternal bless the cheek 
That rests in the forgetful land ! 
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XX. 

! eirich thus* le t'oran ciuin, 

'S coir naigheachd bhochd do bhroin an ceill ; 
'S glacaidh mac-tall gach duil, 

An guth tursa sin od' bhenl. 



XXI. 

Tog do sgiath gu h-strd thar chuan, 
Glac do luathas bho neart na gaoith, 

'S eibhinn ann am chluais am fuaim, 
O'd chridhe leoint' — an t-oran gaoil. 



XXII. 

Co an tir on gluais a* ghaoth, 

Tha giulan glaoidh do bhroin on chreig ? 
'Oigeir a chaidh uainn a thriall, 

'S a dh-fhag mo chiabh ghlas ga'n taio. 



XXIII. 

B'eil deoir do ruisg ! thusa ribhinn, ^;? 

Is mine mais' 's a's gile limb ? . ; * «. v ^^ y "" 

Solas ga'n chrioch do'n ghruaidh mhaoith, 

A chaoidh nach glnais on leabaidh chaoil ! 



^-^ 
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XXIV. 

Wind ! since faded is my sight — 

Where grows the reed of mournful sound ? 
It lives with those who shun thy might, 2 >'' ^ <f . . » ^ 

And sport in liquid depths profound ! j 



XXV. 



- f 



! ndse me with an arm of strength \ry*'* 

Beside yon birch let me repose ; 
At burning noon my wearied length . -''* -^ ■ '\ ^^ t 

May rest beneath its weegi^ boughs. #* '♦ * *-' '^ -r->v*- 



XXVI. 

Then shalt thou come, gentle dream ! 

The stars of night shall be thy track ; 
In joyful music wilt thou gleam, 

And bring my days of gladness back. 



XXVII. 

See, my Soul ! the virgin fair 

Beside the monarch of the grove ; 
Her white hand ^midst her golden hair- 

Her mild eye on her youthful love ! 
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XXIV. 



Innsibh, o thr^ mo shuil, a ghaoth', Q Cd. C 

C ait' am beil a chuilc' a fas, 
Le glaodhan bromys na brie r'a taobh, 

Le sgiath gan deo a cumail blair. 



■" /--t 



^ 






XXV. 

Togaibh mi — caraibh le'r laimh threin, 
'S cuiribh mo cheaon fo bharrach ur^ 

'N uair dh' eireas a* ghrian ga h-ard, 
Biodh a ^iath uain' os-ceami mo shul. 



XXVI. 

An sin thig thu ! aisling chiuin, 
Tha 'g astar dlu measg reull na b-6idhch', 

Biodh gniomh m' oidhche ann ad cheol ; 
Toirt aimsir mo mbuim gu'm chuimhn' ? 



XXVII. 



! m' anam faic an ribhinn 6g, 
Fo sgeith an daraich, righ nam flath, 

'8 a lamh shneacbd* measg a ciabhan oir, 
'8 a meall-shuil chiuin air 6g a graidh. 
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XXVIII. 

He sings ! she listens silently — 

Her heart pants to his toneful breath- 
Love gently speeds from eye to eye : 
The stag stays listfol on the heath. 



XXIX. 

The sound has ceased ! her bosom ejo^ ^-f/iyt^^ 
And heaves upon her lover^s breast : ^ 

Her lips, fresh as the stainless rose, 
Close to her lover's lips are press'd. 



XXX. 

May bliss await the lovely pair 
Who woke my soul to lost delight ! 

Bliss to her soul, that beauteous fair — 
The virgin of the ringlets bright ! 



XXXI. 

Forsake me not : dream of joy ! 

Bring back, once more, th' ecstatic spell 
Thou wilt not hear : I sadly lie— 

hills beloved, fisirewell ! farewell ! 
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XXVIII. 

E-san a' seinn ri taobh *s i balbh, 

Le creidh learn 's a snaiuh* na cheol, 
An gaol bho shuil gu suil a falbh, 

Cuir stad air feidh nan sleibhtean mor. 



XXIX. 

Xis threig am fuaim, 's tha cliabh geal min, 
Ri uchd 's ri cridhe gaoil a' fas, 

'S a bilidh ur mar ros gun smal, 
Ma bheul a gaoil gu dlu an sks. 



./•■. 



XXX. 

Solas gun chrioch do'n chomunn chaomh, 
A dhuisg dhomh m' aobhneas ait nach pill, 

A's beannachd do t'anams^ a ruin 
A nighean chiuin nan cuacb-chiabh grinn. 



XXXI. 

'N do tbreig thu mi aisling nam buadh 1 
Pill fathast — aon cheum beag — ^pill ! 

Cha chluinn sibb mi Ochoin ! 's mi truagb 
A bbeannaibb mo gbraidh— slan leibb 



^ j, 
t 
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XXXII. 

Farewell ! ye youthful company ! 

Farewell ! Virgin, all divine ! 
The joys of summer bloom for thee — 

But winter^s lasting chill is mine ! 






V 



XXXIII. 

! bear me to the foaming tide, 
Where torrents fell with thund'ring roar 

A harp and shell be at my side — 
And shield my sires in battle wore : 



XXXIV. 

Then, ye whispering winds ! draw near — 
O'er the dark deep, friendly come : 

And, to the Isle of Heroes, (*) bear 
My shade to its eternal home I 



XXXV. 

There, those who went of old, abide ; 

They hear not music's soothing tone ; 
There Ossian old, and Daol reside. 

When night shall come, the Bard is gone ! 
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XXXII. 

SLan le comuim oaomh na h-6ige 

A's oigheannan boidheach, slan leibh. 
Cha leir dhomh sibh, dhuibhse tha s^Unhradh, 

Ach dhomsd geamhradh a chaoidh. 



XXXIII. 

! cuir mo chluais ri fuaim Eas-mor 
Le chronan a' tearnadh o'n chreig— 

Bi*dh cruit agus slige ri^m thaobh, 
'S an fi^th a dluon mo shinnsir sa* ehath. 



XXXIV. 

Thig le cairdeas thar a chimin, 
Osag mhin a ghluais gu mail, 

Tog mo cheo air sgiath do loatbais, 
'S imich grad ga eilean f hlaitheis. 



XXXV. 

Far 'm beil na laoich a dh-fbalbh bho sheau 

An cadal trom gun dol le oeol 
Fosglaibh-sa thalla Oisein a*s Dhaoil, 

Thig an oidhche 's cha bhi 'm brid air bhrath. 
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XXXVI. 

But ah ! ere yet my shade will stray 
On Ardven, where the Minstrels dwell ; 

My harp and shell will cheer the way : 
And then, dear shell and harp, fieu^well ! 
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XXXVI. 

Ach ! m' an tig i seal m' an triall mo cheo, 
6u teach nam bard air Ard-bheinn as nach pill, 

Fair cniit 's mo shlige dh-iunnsaldh *n roid, 
An sin, mo clirait, 's mo shlige ghraidh, slan leibh ! 



NOTES. 



The Poem is to be understood as the sentiments expressed by the Bard 
on his deathbed. He had lived to an old age in a state of pastoral simpli- 
city ; and now, on the eve of his dissolution, recalls those pursuits, scenes, 
and circumstances which afforded him deUght in his early days. 



NoTB 2, Stanza XIIL p. 86. 
*• Treig*s clear tcave " 



Loch Treig is in the Braes of Lochaber. This may afford some evidence 
as to the scene of the Poem. Ben-ard and 8cur-eiU, mentioned in the 
succeeding stanzas, are now unknown ; but the former (which signifies 
high mountain) may be the primitive name of Ben -Nevis; and the great 
waterfall, alluded to in the thirty-third stanza, may have been Eat-lAa, 
in the same district. 



NoTfl 8, Stanza XXII. p. 90. 



Youth I frcm whaifaur distant thor^l 
Thy voice of sorrow, tempest borne f" 



Tradition says that allusion is here made to a son of the Bard, who had 
perished on a foreign coast while on a warlike expedition. His grief has 
been awakened by the appearance of '* the virgin of the whitest hand," 
who had been the betrothed of the departed hero. 
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NoTS 4, Stanza XXiy.> 96. 



to Vie lile qf Heroes hear 



My shade" \ 

The ancient Celts believed Heaven to be situated in a beautiful island 
in the Western Ocean, where the sun went to repose in the evening, among 
the shades of departed heroes. They imagined that all the amusements 
in which they took delight whilst inhabitants of earth, were pursued with- 
out alloy in '* Flathinnis," the island of the brave or noble. 
' It would be impossible to convey an adequate description of the Celtic 
puikdise ; but the following translatioh, from the effort of an ancient bard 
to impart some notion of its imaginary excellence, may be found interest- 
ing. 



^Iie SsU of 3^eroe». 



In former days there lived in Skerr a Druid of high renown. . The blast 
of wind waited for his commands at the gate ; he rode, the tempest, and 
the troubled wave offered itself as a pillow for his repose. His eye followed 
the sun by day ; his thoughts travelled from star to star in the season of 
night. He thirsted after things unseen — ^he sighed over the narrow circle 
which surrounded his days. - He often sat in silence beneath the sound of 
his groves ; and he blamed the careless billows that rolled between him 
and the green " Isle of the. West." 

One day as he i&t pensive upon a rock, a storm arose on the sea ; a cloud, 
under whose squally skirts the foaming waters complained, rushed sud- 
denly into the bay. From its dark bosom issued forth a boat ; its white 
sails bent to the wind ; around were a hundred moving oars ; but it was 
void of mariners ; itself seeming to live and move. 

An unusnal terror seized the aged Druid. He heard a voice though he 
saw no human form. " Arise I behold the boat of the heroesh^rise, and 
see the green isle of those who have passed away !" He felt a strange force 
on his limbs ; he saw no person ; but he moved to the boat. Stepping into 
it, he exclaimed — *' My foot in the barge of beauty : strange it would be 
if my heart were sad 1" 

The wind immediately changed — in the bosom of the cloud he sailed 
away. Seven days gleamed faintly round him ; seven nights added their 
gloom to his darkness. His ears were stunned with shrill voices. The dull 
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munnur of winds passed him on either side. He slept not, yet his eyes 
were not heavy ; he ate not, yet he was not hungry. 

On the ei|^th day the waves swelled into mountains — toe boat rolled 
violently from side to side — the darkness thickened around him, when a 
thousand voices at once cried aloud, ** The Isle, the Isle !" 

The billows opened wide before him ; the calm land of the departed 
rushed in light on his eyes. It was not a lig^t that dassled, but a pure, 
discriminating, and placid light, which called forth every object to view in 
its most perfect form. The Isle spread large before him, like a pleasing 
dream of the soul ; where distance &des not on the sight — where nearness 
fatigues not the eye. It had its gently sloping hills of green ; nor did they 
wholly want their clouds ; but the clouds were bright and transparent, and 
each involved In its bosom the source of a stream ; — a beauteous stream, 
which, wandering down the steep, .was like the iaint notes of the half- 
touched harp to the distant ear. The valleys were open and free to the 
ocean ; trees loaded with leaves, which scarcely waved to the light breeze, 
were scattered on the green declivities and rising grounds. The rude winds 
walked not on the mountains ; no storm took its course through the sky. 
All was calm and bright. The pure sun of autumn shone from his blue sky 
on the fields. He hastened not to the west for repose ; nor was he seen to 
rise from the east. He sits in his mid-day height, and looks obliquely on 
the noble isle. In each valley is its slow-moving stream. The pure waters 
swell over its banks, yet abstain fh)m the fields. The showers disturb them 
not ; nor are they lessened by the heat of the son. On the rising hill are 
Uie halls of the departed-4he high-roofed dwdUngs of the bards of old. 



The original of this legend of Celtic mythology is contained in a very 
old and curious MS. in the possession of Mr Mackenzie, the Compiler of 
the *' Beauties of Gaelic Poetry," &c. and will form part of an interesting 
Collection of Celtic Tales and J^egends now preparing for publication. 



THE DEATH OF CARRIL, 



This Poem describes the tragical death of Carril^ the braTest and most 
accomplished of the sons of Fingal, King of Monren. 

Oaul, the most experienced warrior in the bands of Fingal, and only 
aunrivor of the royal race of Claai Moime, of whom he held command an- 
der.the fiunoos flag and special adyioe of Fingal, was always hoaoused and 
regarded above any man of either clan. He occupied the seat next to the 
king» and enjoyed the iMst mdmost delidoos messes. This, in his declin. 
ing years, created the ili>will sad aTotslon «f the amMfeloiu eans of Fingal 
— Carril in partfcnlar. Taildng adnuitage of some diffaivnee which arose 
betwixt them at a banquet, Garril disputed the birth of Gaul by dint of 
arms. The champions entered the lists, and engaged each other in wrest- 
ling, whereby they could not decide the cause upon that day, the victory 
fluctuating betwixt them. The day fallowing, they met, clad in armour, 
and furnished with sword and lance, contrary to the persuasion of Fingal. 
After both bad shown modi oooxvfe and bmtefy, Oaol gure the decisive 
stroke— €arril fi»U, mortally wounded, and was lamented by his bther for 
many days. Oaul fled, ftUl of grief, and concealed himself in a cave, not 
choosing to rely upon the friendship of Fingal till his days of mourning 
elapsed. The poem opens at the engagnnent, and ends with the lamen- 
tation of Fingal and the bards over the remains of GarriL 



*' Ba8 Chaibwu.** Is taken from a manuscript collection made frojn oral 
tradition sixty-five years ago, and now hi the possession of the Highhmd 
Society af Seotland. 
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THE DEATH OF CARRIL. 



I. 

In Tara's hall, (the hall of tunefol lyres !) 

The feast ivas spread (^) — ^the cap dispelled our woes ! 
'Twas then dissension woke the heroes* ire, 

And Carril mild, and mighty Moma rose. 



II. 



They rose to wrestle, and they strove with might, 
Their trampling sounded like the ocean's roar ; 

Loudly their bosoms panted in the fight ; — 
The anxious nobles gazed in anguish sore. 



III. 

With fearful vigour now they twined and turned ; 

Th' uprended earth yields to their tread away ; 
Throughout the day the furious conflict burned. 

And night descended on the equal fray. 
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BAS CHAIREILL. 



i: 



An taigh Teamhra nan cniit dull, 
Air dhuinne a bhi steach mn*n 61, 

Dhuisg an iomarbhaidh na laoich ; 
Caiieall caomh, a's Momad mor. 



II. 



Dh' eirich gu i^^tumeachd na suinn, 
Bu truime na'n tuinn cuilg an cos 

Sroinich an coim' chluinnte cian 
'S an Fhiann gu danail fo sprochd. 



III. 

Clachan agus talamh trom, 
Treacbailte le*m bninn san stri ; 

A' cliarachd re fetd an Id, 
Gun fhios co dhiu b' fhearr sa' ghniomh. 
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IV. 



Insatiate still : soon as the mom arose 
The heroes met, for mortal strife arrayed : 

The sprightly Carril, yanqoisher of foes, 
And Gfaul the stem, renowned for piercing blades. 



Y. 



In deadly clasp the champkms now unite, 
Or, round their aims they speed in wild career ; 

The brave FingaUans mourned the dreadful fight, 
The clanging din resounded far and near. 



VI. 



Now flash their rapid arms with living fire — 
Their snowy breasts bedewed with liquid toil ; 

Their tough spears shiveied in the oontest dire, 
Their targes doven to the crimson soil. 



VII. 

Carril the kind, the valiant hero, fell : 
Breathless he lay beneath his portly foe ; 

Fierce, cruel was the stroke—alas, to tell ! — 
That, in the combat, laid the fav'rite low ! 
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IV. 



Air madaiim an dam mljreach 
Chaidh na suinn an d^ a ch^e 

CaiTeall colgana nam buadh 
Agus Goll nan cruaidh lann geura. 



v; 



Dh* iathadh, dh' iomaradh, agos thaimeadh, 
lad ga ntdsinneach sa' chnmasg 

Qu cuidieach, cadthroamach, g^bhaidh, 
Bu cfajaa le c^h gMr am buiUean. 



VI. 

Bu mhinig teine d'an annaibh 
*S cobhar garbh de'n cneasan geala 

Chaidh na sleaghan righne bheamadh, 
'S an Hgiathan ga 1^ a ghearradh. 



VIl. 

Thuit Caireall caoin, calma, ceanal, 
Gun anail fo'n chruinne chrodha 

'S beudach, badlach, barb, a bhuille 
Leag an curaidh sa* chruaidh chomhrag. 



108 THE DEATH OF CARRTL. 

VIII. 

" Carril ! my child ! my own — my lovely boy ! 

Thy wounds afflict thy sire, and many a friend !"- 
Said Fingal, mouniful in his altered joy : 

As mourns the son, when wintiy clouds impend. 



IX. 



" Carril ! my darling ! dreary is the hour !~ ^ 
Thine eyes are dosed— thy teeth of whiteness £sist — 

Thy beauty altered like the fetded flower — 
Thy strength departed like the desert blast ! 



X. 



*' Not ever more to seek the battle field 
Shalt thou, my fair, be seen with manly tread ; 

No more, young warrior, shall thy sounding shield 
Be heard, approaching to thy father's aid ! 



XI. 



" Hads't thou been yanquished by a stranger host, 

Or by the Monarch of the World's <2) proud peers- 
Then rd revenge thy death, Carril, lost ! — 
Upon the Britons of triumphant spears ! 
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VIII. 



Mo laogh, mo leanabh, mo ghradsa ! 

'S tma^ a chraidh do bhas an t-athair 
Gun robh Fiomi na aigneadh dioiail 

Bu troim' e na ghrian fo phlathadh. 



IX. 

ChaireiU ! a mhic, a ruinean ! 

Dhmid do shuil a*s ghlais do dheud-gheal 
Ghluais do neart mar osaig bhuamsa 

Chaochail do shnuadh mar bhl^ gheugan ! 



X. 

Cha*n fbaioear ni^ mo thn tighinn 
Air an t-slighe chum na comh-stri, 

Cha mo chluinn mi fdam do sgeithe 
'Ghaoil nam beam a tigh'nn do*m chomhnadh. 



XI. 

^S truadh nach b'ann le sdnneart choimheach 
No righ an domhainn a bhuailt* thu ; 

'S bheirinnH9a* t^eirig a Chaireill 
Bho Bhreatunnaich nan arm buadbach. 
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XII. 

" Repose in bliss ! thou graoefiil in the throng ; 

Thou swept thy hundreds in the fields of fame ; 
Far hast thou tniYelled-~&rther still haa gone 

The high renown thy deeda of valour daim. 



XIII. 

" Fair didst thou shine — enliyening and gay — 
Amidst a hundred chiefs in Tara^s hall ; 

Oppressed with sorrow, we bewail to-day 
Our dark bereayement— thy untimely fiEdl ! 



XIV. 

'^ Would thou had'st died amidst a battling throng, 
Youth of the sparkling eye and auburn hair ! 

The race of Comhal would avenge the wrong, 
And give the foe destruction and despair ! 



XV. 



^' The sad Fingalians raise their dismal strain ; 

Their pride, their treasure, they must now deplore ; 
For him does Fingal pensively complain, 

Who in the heroes* hall can smile no moi« I 
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XII. 

fieaimadid leat a Chaireill cheataich 
'S iomadh oead a dhiong tha*n oomhrag 

B'fhad a' thiiall thu b'fhaide chliu ort 
Anns gaoh iul an d* fhoair thu eolas. 

XIII. 

Bu mhuimeach, misneachail, meanmnach, 
Thu *n taigh Teamhra measg nan ceudan ; 

A laoich f huileachdaich san toiachd 
Sgenla bhroin an diu^ mar dheug thu ! 

XIV. 

*S troagh nach ann an cath-nam milidh, 
Thuit thu mhm-laich nan dual ar-bhuidh ! 

'S bhiodh sliochd Chumbaill toirt dhiu toiachd 
Feadh gach roid da'n leon *8an kmch. 



XV. 

'S tunach, deniach, oeol na F^e 
Gaoidh an trenn-laoch b' ^ibhinn gaire 

'9 tiomfaaidh, doilich, Fionn ga d' bhron 
Nach £uoear beo thu 'n teach nan annnnn. 



112 THE DEATH OF CARRIL. 

XVI. 

^^ Raise, Maids of Soira ! laise your strains of wo% 
For him, your &y'iite, in his early grave ! 

Pale as the mist that dims the mountain's hrow, 
Ye tearful mourn the comely and the brave ! 



XVII. 

" Oft on the pebbly strand he loved to stray, 
Or track the stormy deep in bold career ; 

Oft in the chace, with many a soothing lay, 
He cheered the huntsmen when they roused the deer. 



XVIII. 

" But lowly now his stately form is laid, 
Stript of his armour and his fair array ; 

Serene he slumbers in his narrow bed, 
By yonder mead, where weeping mourners stray. 



XIX. 

" Farewell, thou brave, best, beautiful, beloved ! 

Active and eloquent, — ^in battle true ! 
A stream of strength thou, in the carnage, proved 

Prince of the matchless blades—a last adieu ! 



»i 
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XVI. 



Oighean Shoia semnear bron leo 
A leth an ogain chaoimh, ailidh, 

Mar cheo nam beann tha gar mnthainn 
'S snitheach, ciimhacli, ar lag mhdian. 



XVII. 

Air chuan nan leng is dan a ghluaisethe 
Thar smuainnean oeannbhan cair-gheal 

Ceolmhor, ceileiieach, 'san leiig, 
Ri linn seilg a taghach 1^-dhamh. 



XVIII. 

Tha^n laocb fEiirecbail, toirteil, calma 
Gun iomairt, gun arm, gan uidheam 

'S cmnbann cornhnard t-ionad cbomhnaidh 
An cois an Loin gar mor an pratbar ! 



XIX. 

A laoich mheanrnhnaich, mbuimich, bhuadbaicb, 

Labbraich, laidir, luainnicb, bbeuchdaicb, 
Mar shratb nearirmbor a measg nambaid 
• Soiiidb leat a gbraidb nan genr-lonn! 

H 



NOTES. 



NoTX 1, Stanza I. p. 104. 



" In Tara's haU, (the haU qftun^ Ipret I) 
T%e/e(ut UKU spread " 



** Tara," or, as it is sometimes written, " Temora," is supposed by 
some etymologists to be derived from * * Tij^'-fiwr-raih,** L e. " The bouse of 
the great circle." Should this derivation be correct, it is to be inferred 
that the form of the ediflce was circular and spacious. However this may 
be, it is manifest throughout the whole poems of Ossian that it was a seat 
of royalty, and the resort of the numerous chiefs for conviviality, and re- 
laxation after the fatigues of the chase, as well as for preparation for con- 
templated warlike exploits. When thus congregated, music and wine 
abounded. That these assemblies were very numerous is evident from the 
allusion noade to Tara in the " lament for Ossian," of which the following 
is a literal translation : — 



** The numbers that were fn my time. 
In Tara of the sweet-sounding strings. 
Were fourteen hundred and fifty. 
Of our dear friends without blame. 
Without mentioning the young king of FiUl, * 
Nor the wounded, the aged, and the young women, 
Nor the youngsters who waited on the swords." 



It is natural to suppose that on occasion of so many dou^ty chiefs being 
met, the rival princes would evince mutual jealousy of each other'b bravery, 
which they would be disposed to exhibit to the utmost ; the more particu- 



* An »bt>KTUtion of " Inniifidl," the primltiTe name of Izeland. 
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larly as the £air sex were witnesses of their prowess. An encounter, how- 
ever, Of sach a nature as forms the subject of this poem, betwixt two in- 
dividuals of such high repute, and held in such esteem, could not fiUl to be 
disapproved of by the more grave and sedate of those assembled, which 
the tenor of the poem shows to have been the case. 



* * Twn/tfui lyret," In the original, * < tuneful cruUs,** ** Cruit " is the name 
of a stringed instrument used of old in Scotland and Ireland, which was 
the same with the Welsh cnodd or crwth. For a long time past it has been 
confined to North Wales, so that the people of that part of the principality 
have been accustomed to consider it as being exclusively their own. 



N(yrft2, (Staitza XI. p. 106. 
" The Monarch Qf(he World ''-^- 



The Roman Emperor Seyerus, who died a. d. 811, is frequently distin- 
guished by this title in the compositions of the ancient Celtic bards. 



The following stanza of the Gaelic has been omitted in the translation, 
as conveying in substance the same ideas as in preceding verses. It is, 
however, given here in the original for the perusal of the Gaelic reader. It 
occurs as the sixteenth. 

'S dosgach aig a ^haisgeach euchdail 

Thuit gun teugbhail anns a chumasg 
Mar neul oidhche ghluais e bhuaine 

'S e sin an sgeul truagh is cumhainn. 



FAINASOLLIS. 



Ths foHowlng Poem of Oasian is remarkable for its variety of versions, ge- 
nerally agreeing throughout in the narrative of incidents, but differing ma- 
terially as to the catastrophe. This circumstance was probably inevitable, 
and may plausibly be accounted for from the oral transmission of the story 
throu^ such a long series of ages. The present translatorVi inducement 
in having made preference of the version here given was on account of 
its superior beauty, and that its authenticity has been dearly ascotained 
so far back as the beginning of the seventeenth century. That It must at 
that period have been considered as the most genuine is evident ttom its 
having been recognised by John Mackay, a bard of the thne, better Imown 
to Highlanders by the cognomen of ** Piobaire Dall.*** In order to gm.- 
tify the curious reader, several of the different versions of the catastrophe 
of this poem are subjoined to it. 



The following is an account, as traditionally given, of the incidents 
which occurred previous to the opening of the poem : — 

Myro, son of the king of Sora, f sailing once along the Irish coast, 
came to a bay remarkable for its beautiful seclusion. Surveying the 
smooth expanse, he beheld a group of nymphs desporting themselves, as 
they thought, unseen, and enjoying the cool of the summer eve among the 

•See his AddreM to Sir Aleamder Macdonald of Steat, In the ** BeauttM of GMIie 
Poetry," in whioh the origliud of the following poem appeun, aa well aa the Intenation 
embodied in the prellminajy narratlTe. 

f Soreha In the original. It la uncertain what island was known by thle'deDomiaatios 
In the times of Ossian. It may be snppoaed, however, to he one of the Orkneya, from the 
■fflnity betwixt the names, aorehu was probably derived from two words, now oteokte, 
—err, a whale, and a, an Island : the Isle of Whaks. The island is fkeqoentiy mentioned 
In the poems of Oaslan, and seems to have been noted fbr the cmelty of Its inhaWtanta. 
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waters. For a time he fiancied them daughters of the sea, and continued 
to gaze with admiration and awe ; but observing, as he drew nearer, that 
their forms were entirely human, he noade all sail to ascertain who they 
were. On seeing his approach, they hastened, with fear and modesty, 
to conceal themselves in the crevice of an a(]yoining rock. Determined to 
make captive of the fairest, Myro landed, discovered the ladies in their 
concealment, and carried off the most handsome. Suffused with tears, 
«he hnplored him for liberty— telUng him her name was " Fainm-Bolvw,*' 
(L e. Beam of Light,) and that her fother was king of that part of Ire- 
land. Unmoved by her entreaties, he conveyed her to his boat, and bore 
her off to his own country. To her, however, Sora was a place of torment, 
the thoughts of kindred and home embittering every hour of her existence 
there. She at length formed the resolution of attempting her escape, and 
having one day sallied forth to the beach, as had been her custom, and 
«bserving Myro's pleasure-boai afloat, and no one within view, unmoored 
it, and, committing herself io the mercy of the elements, nimbly leaped 
on board. A favourable breeze having sprung up, she was driven upon the 
looast of Scotland, at a>pot where Fingal and his attendants were refireshing 
themselves after hunting. Her eyes beamed with Joy as she recognised the 
hero. After mutual salutations, she informed the King of Morven of what 
bad happened, and, hnploring his protection, as Myro was hi pursuit, 
assured him of her determination to die rather than return. The sequel 
of the story is related in the poem. 
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FAINASOLLIS. 



I. 

As TingBl with a chosen train, 
By Roya's mnnn'ring Fall delayed, 

They spied upon the misty main 
A bark that bore a lonely maid. 



II. 

And sooth, she ma a gallant bark, 
And lightsomely on ocean sped, 

ISoT lingered, till she won her mark- 
The creek by Boya^s loud cascade. 



III. 

Forth came a fonn of love and light, 
Fair as the beams of summer skies ; 

Like ocean's foam her bosom white, 
But ah! bedewed with tears and sighs. 
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FAINE SOLUIS. 



I. 



L^ do dh' Fhionn le beagan sltLaigh, 
Aig Eas-roadh nan £bhe mall, 

Ghmmacas a' seoladh o'n lear 
CuTach oe6 agas bean ann. 



II. 



'S b'e sin carach bu mhatb glens 
A* mith na stend air aghaidh coain, 

Clos cba d'rinneadh leis no tamh 
Gas an d' rfdnig e 'n t-Eas-raadh. 



in. 

'S dh'eirich as maise mn^ 

B' ionann dealradh dh'i 's do'n ghreoi, 
'S a h-nohd mar chobbar nan tonn, 

Le fliucb-osnaich th2X)m a deibh. 
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IV. 

Admiring, as the maid drew Tiigh, 
The princes stood upon the plain ; 

For wond'rous lovely to the eye 
Was she who now had left the main. 



V. 



Then teaifdl spoke that lovely one :— < 
" If thou art Fingal, aid me hence : 

Thy count'nance is the wanderer's sun — 
Thy shield, the helpless one's defence T' 



VI. 

In soothing voice the monarch said, 
" beauteous branch in sorrow's blight, 

If haidy swords can give thee aid, 
Our dauntless hearts will prove aright !" 



VII. 

" 0, I'm pursued on yonder sea ! — 
He comes— ft chief of savage &me ! 

The son of Sora's king is he^ 
Myro the Fierce, by rightful name !" 
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IV. 



Is sheas sinn uU' air an raon, 
Na flaithean caoin a's mi f^in ; 

A bhean a thainig thar lear, 
Bha sinn ga 1^ roimpe s^imh. 



V. 

*' 'S mo chomiaich ort ma 's tu Fionn," 

('S e labhair raim am maise mn^) 
'''Sid' gnids do'n f^niach a ghiian 

'S i do sgiath oeann-nighe na b^igh." 

VI. 

'S a gheug na maise fo dhiiuchd broin^ 
'S e labhair ga foil mi fh^, 

Ma 's una gonn-lannan do dhion 
Bidh ar cri nach tiom d'an r^. 



VII. 

" Torachd a ta orms' air muir, 
Laoch is mdr gain air mo 16ig, 

Mac righ Sorcha sgiath nan arm, 
Triadi d'an ainm am Maighre b6rb." 
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VIII. 

<< Thy cause, fiiir wand'rer, 111 defend, 
Whoe'er he be would thee allue ; 

And in despite of Myio's might, 
In Ilngal's hall thoult rest secure. 



IX. 

" The Hall of Bocks is near at hand, 
Where they, the Sons of Song, abide ; 

There generous cheer, and Mendship bland. 
Await the wanderer of the tide !" 



X. 



Then came in view, like fleetful steed, 
A chief whose stature none excelled 

Ploughing the deep with angiy speed, 
The very course the maiden held. 



XI. 

Tall were his masts, and white his sails ; 

Swiftly he came, that suUen lord :— 
"Welcome! proud rider of the gale-* 

To Fingal's feast, or Fingal's sword." 
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VIII. 



'S glacam do chomiaich a bhean^ 
Ro* aon fhear a th'air do thi ; 

'S a dh'aindeoin a Mhaighre bhuirb, 
Bi'dh ta am bnith Fhinn aig rith. 



IX. 

Tha talla oan creag aig laiiuh, 
Aite taimh danua nan fonn, 

Far am faigh an t-iumiach bdigh, 
A thig thar bhiitoa nan tonn. 



X. 



Sin chonnacas a tighinn' mar stead 
Loach a bha mbead thar gach fear, 

A caitheamh na fMige ga dian 
An taobh dand' a ghabh a bhean. 



XI. 

B' ard a chroinn, bu gheal a shiuil, 
Bu mhiie 'n t-iuil na oobhar smth ; 

" Thig a mharcaich nan stend staadhach 
Gu coilm Fhinn nam buadh an diugh." 



124 FAINASOLUS. 

XII. 

With soomfol eye, and haughty mien, 
And ponderous weapon by his side — 

Ringing his shield with yanntfdl din — 
He came— defying, and defied \ 



XIII. 

Ganl, loyal Momi's son, advanced. 
And hurled his dart with sudden aim ; 

In speedy flight the weapon glanced. 
And clove th' Intruder's shield in twain. 



XIV. 

Oscar arose to Mow Gaul, 

(Whose might in battle ne'er was foiled !) 
Arose the noble heroes all. 

Spectators of the onset wild. 



XV. 

Then Oscar in his fiiry seat. 
With his left hand, a fiery dart — 

fetal shaft !— aim unmeant ! 
It pierced the hapless maiden's heart ! 
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XII. 



Bha chlaidheamhe trom toirtdl nadi gonn 
Gu teann air a shlioe ga leidh ; 

Sgiath dhiinmeach dhubh air a leis, 
'S e 'g iomairt chleas air a chle. 



xni. 

Thug Goll mac Moma 'n urchair gheur, 
A's air an trenn do thilg e sleagh ; 

B* i 'n urchair bu truime beum, 
D'a sg&th do rinn si dk bhloidh. 



XIV. 

Dh' drich Oscar 's dh-eiiich GoU 
Bheireadh losga 16m 's gach cath, 

'S dh' drich iad uile na sloigh 
A' dh' amharc comhrag nam flath.. 



XV. 

Sin thilg Oscar le lan-fheirg 
A chraosach dhearg le laimh chli 

Do mharbhadh leis bean an fhir 
'S mar an don do rinneadh Ti. 
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XVI. 

By Boya's Fall she's laid at rest^ 
The Beautiful— the Beam of Light !- 

Upon each lovely finger placed 
A golden ring— her royal right. 
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XVI. 



Thiodhlaioeadh lemn aig an Eas, 
Faine-solais bu gblan lith, 

'S chuir sinn air barralbh a meoir 
Fain oir mar onair gin righ. 



NOTES. 



A TuunoN <^ the story of FainMolUs ii to be found in a collection of an- 
cient poems in the poasession of the Highland Society of Scotland, wUch 
belonged at one time, as ascertained by an inscription on the MS. itself, 
to the Reverend James Macgregor, Dean of Lismore, the metropolitan 
church of the see of Argyle. It appears, from dates aflSxed to it, to have 
been written at difTerent periods from 1512 to lfiS8. 

This manuscript distinguishes the genuine poetry of Osslan from the imi- 
tations made of it by later bards, and ascertains the degree of accuracy 
witii which ancient poems have been transmitted by tradition for the last 
three hundred years, during the latter century of which the order of bards 
lias been extinct, and ancient manners and customs have suffered a great 
and rapid change in the Highlands. Some of the poems in this and other 
collections agree with pieces taken from oral recitation in different parts of 
the Highlands and Ides. The test which such an agreement affords, at a 
distance of so numy centuries, of the fidelity of tradition, cannot but be 
curious to such as have not had an opportunity of observing the strength 
which memory can attain when unassisted by writing, and prompted to 
exertion by the love of poetry and song.* 

The catastrophe in the story of Fainasollis, in the version given by the 
Dean of Lismore, mentions the fisll of Myro (tiiere called Dayro Borb) by 
Gaul after a severe conflict ; the placing of a gold ring on each of his fingers 
after his deatii, and his interment near the waterfall : while Fainasollis 
lives, and sojourns a year with Fingal in Morven. The following is a 
literal translation of the concluding part of the poem in the collection re- 
ferred to:— 

Qval of fhe glowing iplrlt radied on 

To how down the hero, who stood u « rook ofloe. 

Whoever ihoald then behold them, 

ForkKU would Mem the etrlft of death ! 

The haod of Moxni'e son laid low 

The King of Bom's son— tale of grief ! 

* See the Oommittee of the Highland Society^ Bfport on Otsian. 
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9ad WBN our people inr tlM oomlng of the maid. 

On i^Miee aoooont the here fbll fn dnad aAfmy. 

After the mighty had fkllen 

On oeean'e etimnd, O deed of woe ! 

The daughter of the King of the waTe-smrounded land 

Remained tea a year in the land of FIngal. 

We borled, by the eide of the water-UI, 

The man of might and of proweea ; 

And we plaoed on the point of each finger 

A ring of gold* in honour of the King. 



Bfacphenon introduces another version of FainasolUs, by way of episode, 
in the third Book of FingaL There the lady is UDed by a shaft firom the 
bow of her jnirraer, and Fingal himself avenges her deatii by slaying the 
ferocious Borbar, as Macpherson calls Myro. The following is a literal 
translation of the concluding part of the Gaelic poem adopted by that 
translator :— 

He (Myro) mahed on In his ftiry; 

He hailed neither Fingal or hli people ; 

The unerring arrow flew trom hia hand. 

And the maiden fcll. 

The strife of mighty feats 

Bore down the King of Bora's son. O tale of woe ! 

On the green mount was dug his tomb of stone. 

And of«r against it is the stoiie of the maid. 

Which Macpherson renders thus : — 

" The maid stood trembling by my side. He drew the bow : she fell. ' Unerring is 
thy hand,' I said, 'but feeble was the foe." We fought, nor weak was the strife of 
death : he sunk beneath my sword. We laid them in two tombs of stone ; the unhappy 
childrsn of youth 1" 

An opportunity occurs here for easily contrasting the simplicity and dis- 
tinctness of narrative in the ancient poem with the generakand turgid ex- 
pression of Macpherson's translation. 



A third version occurs in Miss Brooke's ** Reliques of Irish Poetry." 
The catastrophe in that lady's poem nearly coincides with the Dean of 
Lismore's, and with another edition preserved in a manuscript collection 

I 
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made by Mr Duncan Kennedy, !n the possenlon of the Bighfamd Society. 
Both Miaa Brooke's and Mr Kennedy's versions Inchide the death of Myro, 
or Moire Borb, by the hand of Gaul» the placing the rings on each of his 
fingers after death, and the lady sojourning a year with Fmgal ; but in the 
former, and in some other editions of the poon in the (Society's possession » 
the story relates that Gaul remained six months getting his wounds cured 
under the care of that generons and hospitable king. Fingal's celebrity as 
a physician is indeed a fovoorlte topic in many of the ancient tales and 
poems : to his magical cup, in particular, are ascribed many wonderful 
medicinal virtues. 



Stanza XY. p. 184. 

*' Then Oscar tn Aif yUry ««iU, 
With hi* Wi hand, afiery dart"' 

The Fingalians had a law, that none was to aid either party in a single 
combat with the right hand. Oscar took advantage of an exception to this, 
law by hurling a weapon with his left hand. 



FRITHIL. 



Thb poem here translated, although a composition of very great antiquity, 
breathes, in the original, such tenderness and simplicity as must enhance 
its attntction to the comparatively small number of readers who will be 
able to appreciate its inherent merits. 

The classical reader will easily perceive the resemblance the story bears 
to that of Bellerophon as related by Homer ; and it will be gratifying to 
some to observe the different manner in which incidents of such confor- 
mity are treated by the Oreat Father of poetry and a Bighland Bard. 

The scene of the poem is Loch Fraoch, about eleven miles west from Dun- 
keld, in Perthshire. The incidents of the tale are traditionally these :— 

Frithil, young, brave, and accomplished, after having been betrothed to 
the daughter of Mey, a lady of rank and power, had the misfortune to be- 
come an object of that lady's own love. . She discovered her passion to 
the youth ; but being unable to prevail over him, determined, in revenge, 
that he should die. On a small island in the lake, then called Loch Mey, 
there grew a mountain ash, which was supposed to possess extraordinary vir- 
tues in its fruit,— serving both as food and physic. But none dared approach 
it, owing' to an enormous reptile which constantly lurked at its base. Mey , 
relying upon the gallantry and courage of Frithil, contrived to send him 
within reach of the monster by feigning sudden illness, and requiring at 
his hands a duster of the healing fruit. The object of terror chancing to 
be asleep, the bold youth succeeded easily in his enterprise. Disappointed 
in her purpose from that circumstance, the lady required that he should 
return to the island, and bring thence a ponderous branch, believing that 
the rustling of the leaves would hievitably rouse the monster. Frithil un- 
dertook the task a second time, and was killed. The poem concludes with 
the lament of his love, who recites his virtues, bravery, and beauty. As 
if in fulfilment of her desire, expressed in the last stanxa, the lake is now 
known by the name of the hero, and an ancient niin on an a^acent emi- 
nence is said to have beoi the residence of Mey. 
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FRITHIL. 



I. 



The sigh of a Mend on fair Frithil^s repose ; 

Alas ! the young hero is laid in his grave : 
The sighs of our warriors their sorrows disdose. 

And our maidens lament him — ^the heautiful brare ! 



II. 



Ah, see the fresh cam of our Frithil's decay. 

And why did the star of our gallants depart ? 
He fell by the cruel deceiTing of Mey, 

The mother ingrate of the loved of hb heart. 



III. 



Weep on, ye fair maidens of Oruathan, weep on ; 

Severe was the fate that bereft ye of glee : 
weep, for your favorite for ever is gone,— 

The beautiful scion of heroes was he ! 
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FRAOCH. 



I. 



OsNA caraid air dnain Fhiaoich ; 
Och tha 'n laoch an caifiealcr6 ! 

An oena sin on tuisach fear, 

'S on trom galanach bean 6g. 



II. 



Sad e siar an cam sa'm beil 

Fraoch mac Fhithich an fhuilt mhaoith, 
Am fear rinn bnidheachafl do Mheidh : 

'S ann air a shloinnte Gam-Fhraoich. 



III. 

Gul nam ban on chmachan shior, 
'S cniaidli an didl a mhill an gean ; 

'S a dh* fhag an osna trom, trom, 
Fraodx mac-Fhithich nan oolg sean. 
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IV. 

Bat saddest is she who now weeps by his side, 
The daughter of Carol, the lovely and pure ; 

Though many the heroes who sought her for bride, 
For Frithil alone her affections were sure. 



Upon an island of Loch Mey, 
Fast by the southern shore, 

There grew an eyer-blooming ash— ^ 
An healing firuit it bore. 



VI. 

Sweeter than honey to the taste. 
And pleasing to the gaze ; 

Its reddened clusters would support 
A fasting one three days. 



VII. 

But danger lurked around, and woe 
To him who sought its power :— 

A venomous monster at its root 
Had made its hoirid bower. 
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IV, 



Inghiim Chaiielll 's grinne fiJt, 
Taobh ri taobh an nochd a*s Fraoch ; 

Oe h-ioma oigeer thug dhi gradh, 
Cha do ghradhaich is* ach Fraoch. 



Caoian do bhi 'n i Loch-M4idh, 
Amu an traigh tba sior fo dheas ; 

Re gach r^dbe agiis mios 
Bhiodh a bbarrach Uont le meas. 



VI. 

Gun robh buaidb air a mheas dheaig 
Bu mbillse no mhil on bhladh ; 

Gn'n comadh na caoian bu dearg, 
Neach beo gun bhiadh car naoi trath. 



VII. 

Ach bu chunnard 'dhol na dheigh, 
Ged bu luigh e chobhradh na sloigh ; 

Bha b^st ndmh 'a tamh ma bhun, 
'S bu bhaobhal a dhol da bhuain. 
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VIII. 

A grieYOUfl sicknefis sadden seized 
Omath*8 Mr daughter, Mey ^— 

" Now bring me Frithil here/' she said ; 
He hastened to obey* 



IX. 

" Health ne'er will smile on me/' she said, 

" Until I may command 
An handful of the island finiit, 

Flacked only by your hand.'* 



X. 



" Sach vent'rous effort ne'er was mine, 
He said, and blushed the whUe ;— 

" Yet for the mother of my love 
I'U cheerful risk the toil." 



» 



XI. 

He went forth on hiis daring task 
And swam the waters free ; 

Now, joy to tell, the monster sleeps 
Beneath the healing tree. 
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VIII. 

Do bhoail easlainte throm, throm, 

Nighean Omlmaich nan com fiall ; 
Chuireadh leatha fioB air Fraoch. 

'S dh* fhiosraich an laoch ciod e miann. 



IX. 

Labhair i nach biodh i sl^^ 
Mar &igheadh i Ian a bos maoth 

Do cbaoran an Lochain f huair, 
Gun aon neach d'a bhuain ach Fraoch. 



X. 



" Cnuasachd meajs ni d' rinneam f^in," 
Thuiit mao-Fhithich nan groaidli dearg ; 

^' Gfed nach d* rinneam," arsa Fraoch, 
" ThSd mi bhuain nan caor do Mhdidh." 



XI. 

Ach ghluais Fraoch air cheum gun igh, 
'S chaidh e shn^hadh air an Loch ; 

Fhuair e bheist na siramHSuain 
'Sa craos fosgailt suas ri dds. 
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XII. 

Unnotioed by the monster fell 
Toung Frithil turned awaj, 

And bore an annM of the firuit 
In joyfol haste to Mey. 



XIII. 

*^ Thanks, generous champion^ for your care 

My illnefis to destroy : 
But this m vain — a heavy branch 

Tou bring, or dse I die !'' 



XIV. 

Once more he sped, the fearless youth, 
Once more he swam the lake ; 

But, ah ! the death he 'scaped before 
Must now his path overtake ! 



XV. 

He seized the mountain ash with might 

And tore a branch away. 
But as he plunged into the lake 

The dragon haired his way ; 
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XII. 



Fraoch mac Fhithidi nan ann geur, 
Thainig e bho'n bli^sd gun f hios ; 

'S ultach leifl do*n cbaoran dheaig 
Do'n bhall an robh Mddh na tigh. 



XIII. 

" Ge math uil* na linneadh leat, " 
Labhair M^idh bu gfaille cneas, 

'* Chan fho^ainn learns* a laoich luain 
Gun a chraobh a bhnain & bun.** 



XIV. 

Ghluais Fraoch gun ^eilte cridh, 
A shnikmh air an linne bhnig ; 

*S bu deacair dha dh* aindeoin ^h, 
Teachd on bhiis anns an robh chuid. 



XV. 

Ghlac e na caoran air bhair, 

*S tharruinn e*n crann as a fhreomh ; 
A* toirt a chasan da air tir, 

Rug i air a ris, a bh^st. 



UO FRITHIL. 

XVI. 



Overtook him as he spumed the wave, 
And grasped him in its gorge ; 

Young Frithil seized it by the jaw- 
Now for a sword to urge ! 



XVII. 

The monster tore his arm awaj, 
And mangled his fair breast — 

His love beheld— a dagger then, 
She bore in useless haste. 



XVIII. 

Wildly she sped, that lovely one. 
And plunged into the flood ; 

The woeful strife was ended then, 
The lake was dyed with blood. 



XIX. 

She reached the shore— there, pale in death, 

Her lover lay at rest ; 
Struck with her soul's deep agony. 

She feinted on his breast. 
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Rug a bheist air air an traigh, 

Ghlac i a l^mh steach na craos, 
'N sin ghlac Fraoch is air ghiall : 

'S troagh ! a Thriath, gun sgiau aig Fraoch. 



XVII. 

Chagainn a bheist a chneas ban, 
Leadair i a lamh gu Icon ; 

Thainig inghinn nan gealarghlac, 
'S ghrad thug i dha sgian gu fhoir. 



XVIII. 

Cha robh a' chomraig sin ach gearr, 
Bhuin e' n ceann d'i na laimh leis, 

Fraoch mac-Fhithich a^s a bheist 
*S truadh a Thriath mar thug i ghreis. 



XIX. 

Gun do thuit iad bonn ri bonn, 
Air traigh nan dach donn so bhos ; 

'Nuair chunnaic an nighean a sp^im, 
Thuit i air an trMgh gun phlosg. 
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At last, awakening as from sleep, the maid 

Grasped in her palm the youth^s dead hand of snow, — 
Gazed wild around, like one imploring aid ; 

But none was near, and thus she told her woe : — 



XXI. 

^' Burst, burst, my heart ! he's dead : my joy has ceased ! 

(Alas ! he died not on tiie battle plain, 
But fell, inglorious, struggling with a beast ;) — 

Now he is gone, I murmur to remain. 



XXII. 

*' he was lovely as the summer dawn ; 

His flowing hair was black as r&yen's wing ; 
His cheeks were redder than the blood of fawn ; 

Softer than softest down was Frithil's skin. 



XXIII. 

*' Whene'er he spoke his voice was sweeter &r 
Than melody from minstrel's sweetest string, — 

His eye more radiant than the brightest star, — 
His breath more fragrant than the breeze of spring. 
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'Nuair a dhuisg i as a pr&mh, 
GUac i a lamh na kimh bhoig : — 

^' Ged tha thu' nochd ^ ad diomhdaidh eon. 
As m6r a& t-eachd a linn thu bhos. 



^^ 'S troadh nach aim an comhraig laodi 
A thuit Fraoch le'm pioiimte an t-dr I 

'S tursach do thuiteam le bSst, 
'S truagh nad dh^igh a mhair mi beo I 



XXII. 

*^ Bu duibhe na fitheach barr fhmlt, 
Bu deirge gbroaidh na foil lamdh, 

Bu mhen* e na cobhar srath, 
Bu ghille na'n coithe corp Fhraoich. 



XXIII. 

^^ B* aird shleagh na crann siuil, 
Bu bhinne no tend chiuil a ghnth, 

Snamhaiche bi fhearr na Fraoch 
Cba do leag a thaobh li gratb« 



144 FRITHIL. 

XXIV. 

" His shield was stronger than a gate of gold : 
Heroes have sought the shelter of its frame, — 

His sword was awful, as his heart was bold, 
And Triumph smUed where'er the warrior came ! 



XXV. 

" Good was the strength of his unoonquered hand. 
And good his swiftness in the rapid race :--* 

None could the valour of his arm withstand, — 
None could outstrip him in the ardent chase. 



XXVI. 

" he was lovely, and beloved by all : — 
Lovely the cheeks that age was wont to bless ; — 

Lovely- the lips ne'er closed to friendship's call, 
The lips that Beauty ne'er declined to press. 4 



XXVII. 

" We'll bear him, tearful, to his early tomb. 
Where oft in solitude my tears shall flow ; — 

To linger there, I leave a home of gloom ; 
For he is gone, and nought remains but woe ! 
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XXIV. 



*^ Bu treis na comlila sgiath, 
B* ioma triath a bhiodh r^a chul. 

Bu cho fad a l^mh *sa lann, 
'S bu mhath a dheann air a cul. 



XXV. 

*^ Bu mhath spionnadh a dha lamh, 
'S bu ro mhath call a dha chos, 

Chaidhe aigue thar gach righ, 
Roimh chuiaidh liamh cha d'iarr fois. 



XXVI. 

^^ lonmhuinn Tigheam, ionmhuinn tuath, 
lonmhuiim gruaidh nan dearg ros ; 

lonmhuinn beul nach diultadh daimh, 
'D*am biodh na mnM a' tabhairt phug. 



XXVII. 

^^ Togam a nis' gu cluain Fhraoich, 

Corp an laoich an caisealcro 
On bhas ud a f huair am fear, 

*S truadh mi mairean na dheigh beo !" 



K 
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XXVIII. 

^^ Henceforth these groves shall Boand the mournful tale ; 

The Lake of Mey shall hear my lover^s name ; 
And when with him I slumber in the vale, 

His wrongs and mine shall every wood proclaim !" 
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XXVIII. 



Air an doire thug lad amm 
'S Loch-Maidhe air an Loch, 

Far am biodh a bheist gach uair, 
'S a craos suas ris an dos. 
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EXTRACT FROM DERMID. 

IN KENNEDY *8 MANUSCRIPT COLLECTION. 

I. 

Thine eye was bluer tban the beny 

On the decliyity of the mountaiii ; 

And milder the play of thine eyelids 

Than the gentle breeze through the upland grass. 



II. 



Like the beams of the sun was thy hair, 

Waging in auburn ringlets ; 

Thy skin was white as the foam : 

Youth ! would thou hadst died on the battle-field ! 



III. 

Moumfdl am I without the sound of joy, 
But the notes of sorrow ever sounding ; 
The musical emit of sweetest strain 
Will never again wake my heart to joy. 
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AS-TARRUINN 0' DHIARMAD. 

BHO LEABHAR SORIOBHAIDH LE D. C. 

I. 

Bu ghuiime do shoil na'n dearc 
Air Tiilein nan leacan ^rda 
*S bu chiuine iomaiTt do rosg, 
Na seimh osag air fenr f^die. 



11. 



Mar dhrisinne gr^ine t' fhalt^ 

Am-lubach, cas-lubacli, ar-bhuidh ; 

Tha do chneas cho goal 'san oobhar, 

A laoich ! nach d* f hoghainn na blldr dhut ! 



III. 

'S dubhach mi gnn iolach shdlais^ 
Ach torse bhroin a' sior enbhach 
A chroit chiuil is binne mire, 
Cha duisg mo chridbe ga h-^bhneas ! 
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IV. 

My spirit has sunk into the gulph of waters, 
Joyless and without repose, amidst their murmuring ; 
Constantly I meditate upon thy mannero, 
! my arrow-wound of grief without cure ! 



V. 



Never more shall I listen to thy conyecse, 
Sweeter to me t&an the music of hards. 
Or the thrush in the valleyB of solitude : 
For ever sad hast thou left my heart. 



YI. 

Never more shall thy countenance he seen 
Shining in the Tower of Ck>nnal. 
Alas I I am under a flood of dread-— 
When, my love ! shall light beam on thee 1 



VII. 

Dark is thy dwelling under the sod ; 
Narrow and frozen is thy lonely bed ; 
No morning will shine till the last. 
That shall awake my love firom his slumber ! 
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IV. 

Thuit m* aigneadh *8an aigeal stuadhach 
Gun chlos no suainihneas a* garraich ; 
A sior chuimlineacha* do nosan, 
Och ! mo thieoghaid bhroin gan abhachd ! 



V. 



Oha chluinn mi toille do chomhra' 
Bu bhinne na ceol nam filidh, 
No 'n smeoiach 'sna gleannain fisaich 
*S dubh a dh' fhag ga br^th mo chiidhe. 



VI. 

Nis mo ch'an fhaioear do gbnuis^ 
•A dhealradh ga h-ur an tur Chonail ; 
Ochoin ! mi fo thoilteach ghabhaidb, 
C*uin a thig a ghxMdh ort solus ? 



VII. 

'S dorcha do bhruthan fo 'n f hod, 
'S cumhann, re6t, do leabaidh lom ; 
Cha dbealraich madainn ga la bhrath 
A dhoisgeas mo gbradb an Sonn ! 



EXTRACTS 



FROM 



GAUL. 



The lovers of Celtic literature are indebted to Dr Smith of Campbeltown 
for the preservation of this composition of Ossian, which, not only for high 
and impassioned poetry, but for delicacy and refinement of sentiment and 
feeling, is inferior to none of those translated by Macpherson. The ori- 
ginal will be found entire in Dr Smith's *' Sean Dana," and a translation 
into English by that compiler, in'his '* Gaelic Antiquities." In making 
mention of these works, (published in 1780 and 1787,) their unmerited ne- 
glect may be noticed as a cause of surprise as much as regret, especially 
when we consider the reception which Macpherson's translation met with, 
—a translator who, unlike Dr Smith, has on many occasions forfeited the 
praise due to literary integrity.* 

In selecting a few passages for insertion in the present collection, the 
translator has followed the choice made by Henry Mackenzie, and embodied 
by him in the Report which he drew up concerning the authenticity of the 
poems of Ossian. Being fragmentary, it has been deemed superfluous to 
adhibit the corresponding Gaelic, and, from the peculiar style of the ori- 
ginal, which, if it cannot be accounted blank verse, is very irregular and 
imperfect in numbers, it has been found impossible to render it in English 
rhyme without considerable deviation. The passages are therefore given 



« Dr Smith, in oomspondiDg with Henry Mackensie, as Chairman of the Oommittee 
of the Highland Society appointed to inquire into the authenticity of Oarian's poema, 
■aid that he had heen go much di^;ueted with the reception of his book as to have long 
banished the remembrance flrom his mind ; and that he had not even kept a copy for his 
own use, to which he might refer Ibr an answer to his queries. Report, p. 60. 
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literallj, and line for line with the Gaelic. Some diacrepancies from Dr 
Smith's translation will be discovered in words and lines ; but it is humbly 
submitted that they will be allowed a preference on strict comparison with 
the originaL 

The preceding remarks apply also to the succeeding fragment from the 
'< Lament for Ossian," which, as it is inserted less for the sake of its poetry 
than for the information it conveys regarding the manners of the Fingal- 
ians, has less claim to an effort at versiflcation. 



It has been deemed expedient to insert here a synopsis of the entire poem, 
to give the reader an idea of the continuity of the narrative :— 

Fingal summoned his heroes for an expedition to the Isle of Ifrona. A 
flood in the river Strumon prevented Gaul from joining them in time ; but 
he embarked in his ship, alone, on the succeeding day. On his voyage, 
however, he passed his friends, who were returning with victory, unper- 
ceived, and landed singly on the hostile shore. According to the chival- 
rous idea of those times, he would not fly, but struck his shield as a token 
of defiance to the islanders, against whom he singly maintained a desperate 
conflict, till, fearful of a near approach, they rolled a stone from above, 
which, striking his thigh, disabled him from moving ; and there he was left 
by his enemies, dastardly alike and cruel, to pine and die. His wife Evir- 
choma, anxious for his fate, embarked in a skiff, with her in&nt son Ogall 
at her breast, in quest of her lord, whom she found in the pitiable situation 
described, and was able to carry to her boat, where they were discovered 

■ 

next morning by Ossian, who had sailed in quest of them, speechless and 
dying. He was only able to save the child. 
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EXTRACTS FROM GAUL. 



OPJIKIKO OF TBJi POUf. 



How mouinful is the silenoe of Night 

When she pours her dark donds oyer the valleys ! 

Sleep has oyeroome the youth of the chaoe : 

He slumbers on the heath, and his dog at his knee. 

The children of the mountain he pursues 

In his dream, while sleep forsakes him. 

Slumber, ye children of &tigue ; 
Star after star is now ascending the height. 
Slumber ! thou swift dog and nimble, — 
Ossian will arouse thee not from thy repose. 
Lonely I keep wateh,*— 
And dear to me is the ^oom of night 
When I trayel from glen to glen, 
With no hope to behold a morning or brightness. 

Spare thy light, Sun ! 
Waste not thy lamps so fast. 
Generous is thy soul, as the King of Morven's : 
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But thy renown shaQ yet fade ;•— • 
Spare thy lamps of a thousand flames 
In thy blue hall, when thou retirest 
Under thy dark-blue gates to sleep, 
Beneath the dark embraces of the storm. 
Spare them, ere thou art forsaken for ever, 
As I am, without one whom I may lore ! 
Spare them, — ^for there is not a hero now 
To behold the blue flame of the beautiful lamps ! 

Ah, Oona of the precious lights, 
Thy lamps bum dimly now : * 
Thou art like a blasted oak : 
Thy dwellings and thy people are gone : 
East or west, on the face of thy mountain. 
There shall no more be found of them but the trace ! 
In Selma, Tara, or Temora 
There is not a song, a shell, or a harp ; 
They have all become green mounds ; 
Their stones have fidlen into their own meadows ; 
The stranger from the deep or the desert 
Will never behold them rise above the clouds. 

And, Selma ! home of my delight. 
Is this heap thy min, 
Where grows the thistle, the heather, and the wild grass ? 

* Alluding to the degenerate condition of the FingalianB. 
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Sorrowful under the drops of night, 
Around my hoary locks, 
Flutters the solitary owl ; 
And the roe leaps from her couch, 
Fearless of sorrowful Ossian. 

Roe of the hollow cam 
Where Oscar and Fingal have dwelt, 
I will not do thee harm ; 
Never shall my weapon wound thee. 

To the hei^t of Selma I stretch my. hand ; 
But my home has no roof but the sky ! 
I seek my broad shield below,— 
The point cf my spear has struck its boss : — 

Sounding boss of the battles ! 
I yet rejoice in thy sound ; 
It awakes the days that are past, 
And, in spite of age, my soul bound«.* — 

But away with the thoughts of war : 

My spear is turned into a staflf ; 

It shall strike the bossy shield no more : — 

But what sound is this which awakened it ? 

A fragment of an age-worn shield ; 

Its form is like the waning moon. 
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It is the shield of Gaul, — 
The shield of the companion of my excellent Oscar. 
But what is this that sinks my soul into gloom ? 
Often, Oscar, hast thou received thy fame ; 
But the hero of thy love shall now be the theme of song ; 
Malvina, with thy harp, be near ! 



DESCRIPTION OF EVIRCHOMA WITNESSING THE DEPARTURE OF HER 

HUSBAND. 



In a light ship on raging billows, 

The hero followed us on the second morrow. 

But who is yonder on the rock, like mist, 
Looking on Gaul through her tears ? 
Her dark hair is waving in the wind ; 
Her tender hand, like foam, among her locks. 

Young is the son on her bosom ; 
Sweet is her hum in his ear ; 
But the blast has wafted away the song. 
On Gaul, Evirchoma, thy love is fixed ! 
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GAUL'S TBNDSK BXCOLLBCTION Or HU WHS AND CHILD. WHICH CB088X8 FOR 
A MOMENT THB 8TBBN UNTIXLOINO RB80LUTI0N NOT TO TURN HI8 BACK 
ON HIS FOBS, WHICH. WITH THB SUPBB8TITI0N OF THOSB HBBOIC TIMB8 
HB BUPP06B8 WOULD OIVB ANOUISH AND SHAMB TO THB SPIRIT OF HIS 
BRATB FATHBB. XOBNL 



Monii ! look down on me from the height. 

Thy own soul was like the rapid stream 

Beneath the white-crested foam of the boisterous strait. 

So is the soul of thy son ! 

— Evirchoma ! — Ogall ! — 

But the dear glimpse is not pleasant to the storm ; 

The soul of Qaul is in the roar of battle ! 

Alas ! that Osstan, the son of Fingal, is not with me, 
As he was in the time of Macnutha r- 
But my own soul is as a spirit of dread 
That travels alone on the swelling seas, — 
Pours a thousand waves on the trembling Isle, 
And rides again in the diariot of the winds ! 



THB ANxunr or bvibcboua. 



What has detained thee, my love ! 
More than the others, in Ifrona 1 
I am solitary on the shelving rock. 
And Echo answers to my voice. 
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Mightst thou not now have returned 
Though stress of sea had come over thee, 
Thy thoughts being on the child of thy love, 
Who pours Tvith me the heavy sigh ? 
Alas ! that thou dost not hear, my love, 
The broken lisp of thy name 
From the mouth of Ogall to speed thee home ! 
But I fear thou wilt never retam ! 



KVIRCHOMA'S PKRPLSXITT BBTWKXN HKR DKStllS TO OO TO THX ASSISTANCB 
OF HKB HUSBAND, AKD HBB FEAR OF LBAVINO HBR INFANT BKHTND HBR 
IN THB BOAT. 

She glanced by the scanty beam 

On the beautiful face of her son, 

liV^en about to leave him in the narrow skiff. 

" Babe of my love ! be here unseen !" 

As a dove on the Bxxk. of Ulacha, 
Gathering berries for her little brood. 
Often returns without tasting them 
When rises the hawk in her thoughts ; — 
So three times returned Evirchoma. 
Her soul as a wave that is tossed 
From breaker to breaker, when the tempest blows, 
Till she heard a voice of grief firom the tree on the beach. 
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TRM DCATH OF JITIBCHOMA. 



His helmet was raised ; his locks were seen, 

Disordered and in sweat. 

My own grief awoke, 

And he raised with difficulty his eye. 

Death came like a doad on the son ; — 

No more canst thou behold thy Oscar ! 

The loveliness of Evirchoma is darkened, 
Her son holds the end of a spear, unconscious of grief. 
Feeble was her voice, and few her words : 
I raised her with my hand ; — 
But she laid my palm on the head of her son, 
Her sighs rising incessantly. 

Dear child, vain is thy fondling — 
Thy mother no more shall arise : 
I shall myself be a fisither to thee ; 
But Evirallin * is no more, 
And who can supply the place of Evirchoma ! 

I feel the meltings of my soul return — 

But why remember the sorrows that are past ? 

Yet mournfully pleasant is their memory ! 

* The wife of Ossian. 
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COMCLUmON OV XBB VOmt* VPr(UX>'» 4AMJ(|iTA«I0» OWKB 9AVL. 

What is the strength of the wmior. 
Though he scatter, as withered leavesy the hattle ? 
To-da J, thoui^ he he TaBant in the field, 
To-morrow, the beetle will prevail over him ! 



' r 



Prepare, children of musical stringis, 

The Bed of Gaul, and his sun-heam * near him. 

Where his resting-phice may he seen from afar, 

With lofty branches shading it ; 

Beneath the shelter of the oak of Muest foliage, 

Of quickest growth, and most lasting hue. 

That poureth its leaves on the breath of the shower, 

While the fields around it are blasted. 

Its leaves from the boundaries of the land 
Shall the birds of sunmier behold. 
And every bird, as it arrives, shall perch 
On the top of its verdant boughs ; 
Gaul, in his mist, shall hear their warbling, 
While virgms are singing of Evirchoma. 

* The common term for a standard. 
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Until each of these shall perish 
. Thy memory shall not be disonited >— 
Until the rock moulder into dust, 
And this tree decay with age ; 
Until the brooks cease to nm, 
And the source of the mountain waters be dried up ; 
Until there be lost in the flood of a^ 
Every bard, and song, and subject of story, 
The stranger shall not ask, " Who is the son of Momi ?" 
Or, " Where is the dwelling of the King of Strumon ?" 
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EXTRACT FROM BAS OISEIN, 



(the death of ossian.) 



IN KENNEDY'S MANUSCRIPT COLLECTION. 



THK MANKEBS OF THB HKR0K8 OF FINOAL. 

It is mournful to be to-night in the vale of Cona, 
Without the voice of hound, and without music ! 
My heart is no longer cheerful, — 
I am truly the old man and the feeble. 



When we travelled to the vale of Cona, 
Pleasant were our melodies by the way ; 
Many were the men of worth among us ; 
We were ever unwilling to offend. 



When we ascended the heights of Cona 
There were many, fax and near. 
To subdue the hart and the hind, 
Many hundreds of which were never to rise. 
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Many were the heroes, when called upon^ 
To ascend the mountain with speed ; 
Each with a naked spear in his grasp ; 
A great sword and a diidd. 



Then did my beloyed Fingal with his fifty chiefs 
Meet in the lofty court : 
His son-beam, displayed on its staff, 
Waved over them — a banner of victory ! 



Thence they would disperse a&r 
By the steeps of the mountain — 
The powerful, courageous bands of Fingal : 
Their bows ready in their graiq>. 



When the deer arose 
We let slip our hounds in hundreds ; 
Many a hart, roe, and hind 
Fell, as fu: as 1 could view. 



With our mountain spoils we returned at eve 
To Tara of musical strings, 
Where emit and harp prevailed, 
With many a bard to sing tiie tale. 
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Many a sholl circled then, 
Many were the new songs song together, 
Whilst the feast was consoming in the tower. 
Beautiful and young were the Fingalian heroes. 



Joyful were they in their accustomed oooise, 
Musical, d^ant, comely, valiant, 
With wine, and flesh, their meed,— ■ 
Who were well heloved, and ayerse to &isehood. 



The heroes, lovely, strong, and Mendly, 
Of great compassion and ext»isive &me, 
Were generous and hospitable, and ever eager 
To shield the stranger a&r from his home. 



In the day of battle, on the field of strife, 
Mightier men never were heard of ; 
They would engage a man and a hundred ; 
Each Fingalian h^x) was a chief. 



We never moved with reluctance 
To give the impetuous battle, 
That the forlorn might have the protection of valour. 
And the wounded stranger the shelter of our shidd. 
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The numbers that were in my time, 
In Tara of the sweet-sounding strings, 
Were fourteen hundred and fifty : 
Dear friends of Httle blame, 



Without reckoning the young King of Innisfsttl- 
The wounded — ^the young viigins— 
And the youths who attended the weapons. 
Alas ! weak am I under grief, 



Trayelling the woiid to and fro, 
And cannot discover one like Fingal. 
In generosity and good fortune 
None was ever found to surpass him. 



The heroes haye gone to the sunless grave ; 
*GPis that has left mine eye as mist ; 
I am like a wounded bird of the forest ; 
I am comfortless, and we^ in the hall : 



Without sight, without oflfepring, or joy, 
Like the tree that has ceased to grow, 
Or the nut in its withered husk, 
That is about to &dl to the grounds 
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GnerouB it is to the sorroidiQ heart 
That it cannot deiiye comfort from a Mend. 
Like the dying hart is my form,^-< 
My voice sinks under the dew of night ! 
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OSSIAFS ADDRESS TO THE SUK. 



FROM THE ORIOINAL. 



I. 



! THOU who travellest on high- 
Round as the shield of chiefe of might ! 

Whence is thy brightness ever gay ? 
And whence, Son ! thy lasting light ? 



II. 



In powerfiil beauty mounting high, 
The stars, retiring, own thee brave ; 

The moon, enfeebled, leaves the sky, 
To hide her in the western wave. 



III. 

Thou in thy journey art alone ; 

Thee to approach there's none so bold ; 
From mountain height the oak has gone, 

And rocks give way when they are old ; 
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DUAN DO'N GHREIN. 



LE OISEIN. 



I. 



Thusa fein a Bhiubh'las shuas ! * 

Crainn mar lann-sciatli chrnaidh na'n triath, 
Cia as a tha do dheana gan ghnudm, 

Bo sholns a tha bnan a ghiian 1 



II. 



Thig thu ann ad^ Mile threiiiy 

A^s &laichidli reultan uaiim an tiiall, 
Theid gealach gun tnar o'n speur, 

'G a cldth fein fadh stuaidh 's an iar. 



III. 

Tha thusa ann ad astar amhMn, 
Co tha d&na bhi 'n ad ch6ir 1 

Tuitidh darag o'n dmudch idrd, 
Tuitidh cam fiidh aoia, a's so6rr ; 
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IV. 

The ocean ebbs and flows again ; 

The moon is lost in upper skies ^-^ 
But thou thy Tictoiy dost muntain— < 

Glad in thy light that never dies ! 

V. 

When darkening stonns the world surround, 
When thunders roll, and lightnings fly, 

Thou look'st in beauty from the sound, 
And smilest in the troubled sky ! 

VI. 

But ah ! for me thy light has ceased : 
Thy oount'nance I behold no more — 

What time thy yellow locks invest 
With gold the douds o*er eastern shores, 

Or when thou tremblest in the west 
In Ocean, at thy dusky doors ! 

VII. 

• 

But it may be, my &te is thine ; 

The mighty, once, enfeebled grows ; 
From airy heights our years decline. 

And travel quickly to their close : — 
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IV. 

Traighidh, agas lionaidli an cuan, 

Cajllear shuas an Re san spear, — 
Thusa d'aon a chaoidh fudh bhuaidli 

An aoibhneas buan do sholuis fein ! 



V. 

'Noair a dhubhas mu^n domhan stoirm, 
Le torran borb, a's dealan beithr' 

Seallaidb tu a' d^ aill o^n toirm, 
Fiamhghair ort am bniaidlean nan speur. 

VI. 

Dhom-sa tha do sholus faoin, 
'S nach faic mi a chaoidh do ghnois ; 

Sgaoileadh cuil, a's orbhuidh^ dabh, 
Air aghaidh nan nial san oir ; 

Na'n uair a chritheas ann san iar, 
Aig do dhoisaibh dar air lear. 

VII. 

Ach d*fhaodadh ga'm bheil thu mar mi fein, 
'S an ^ ga trenn, 's gun fheum an am, 

Ar bliadhnaibh a' teamadh o'n speur, 
Ag siubhal le cheile gu^n ceann. 
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VIII. 

Bejoio6y then, in thy youth, Sun ! y 



Rejoice^ King ! whiM in thy might : C 
Old age will dark and cheerless ran, 
Like to the moon's vain, feeble lig^t, 



IX. 

When through a doud she scans the waste ; 
V ■ , y . :■ . >.)0r like the mist on mountain face; 

( 0^ on the plain the northern blast ; 
Or tiie slow traTeUer in distreGB. 



■»• : <^ " 



• 



/' 
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VIII. 

Biodh aoibhneas oit fein, a ghiian ! 

A*s tu neartmlior, a thriath, ad oige. 
'S doroha mi-thaitiieaQh an aols, 

Mar sholtis faoin an Re gun chail, 



IX. 

'S i sealltain o neodl air an laon ; 

San liath cheo air thaobh nan cam ; 
An 08ag thnath air an reith ; y . 

Fear siubhail fiidh breid, 's e maU. ^J- 1 < ' ^ 
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ULLIN'S ADDRESS TO THE SUN. 



FBOM THE ORIGINAL. 



Hast left thy deep-blue pathway in the height, 
Thou Sun, unblemished, of the golden hair ? 

Soon wilt thou pass the dusky doors of night. 
To seek the West — ^thy resting halls are there ! 



The timid waves come slowly round to view 
The bright-fEtced one, and raise their heads with fear. 

They see thy beauty when thou slumber*st, too. 
And weakly speed — afraid to linger near ! 



Take thou, Sun ! thy rest without annoy ; 
And may thy steps, returning, be in joy 1 
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DUAN EILE DO'N GHREIN. 



LE ULAIN. 



An d'fhag thu gorm astar nan speur, 
A mhic gun bheud, a's or-bhuidh ciabh 1 

Tha dorsa na h-oiche dhuit reidh^ 
Agus paillian do thaimh san iar.' 



Tbig na stuaidh mu'n coairt ga mall, 
A cboimbead an fhir^ a's glaine gmaidh, 

Ag togail fo eagal an oeann, 
Be d'fhaicinn co aill' a'd* sbuain. 

Teicbidh iadsa gun tuar o d* thaobb. 



Gabhsa oodal na d'cbos tba dorcb, 
A gbrian ! as pill an tos le eibhneas. 
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MALVINA'8 DREAM. 

FROM THE ORIGINAL. 
I. 

It was thq'dear voice of my^love ! 

He came to me on smiling 'beams ; 
wherefore does liis presence move 

So seldom to Malyina's dreams ? 



II. 

But I am tired of liogeriog Iftece, 
Fathers of Toscar ! hear my call: 

Malvina's hastening steps are near- 
Open for me your airy hall ! 



III. 

I heard his dear voice in my dream ! 

I feel the flattering of my soul ; 
Soon shall his presence more than seem ; 

Soon shall I leave this cold control ! 
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IV. 

Why didst thou come, 0" cruel breeze, 
From gloomy wayes, to cause my smart ? 

Thy wild mng rustled in the trees, 
And bade Malyina's dream depart ! 



V. 

But she, the while, beheld her love ; 

His robe of mist did winds unfold ; 
His skirts with sun-beams were inwove : 

They glittered like the stranger's gold. 



VI. 

It was the voice I loved so well ! 

Though few to me thy visits be, 
Yet in my spirit dost thou dw«U, 

son of OssiaD, lost to me ! 



VII. 

Does morning gild the azare height ?— * 
Its earliest beams my sighs attend ; 

Does evening moist the paths of night ?>— * 
0, with its dews my tears descend i 
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VIII. 

Oscar ! I seemed, ere joy was past, 
When in thy sight, a pleasant tree, 

Till death came like a desert blast. 
And bore thy life and love from me ! ^ 

IX. 

Spring brought again its gentle showers, 
But not a leaf of mine arose ; 

And summer spread again its flowers, 
But still Malvina felt her woes ! C- 1 ^- 



/./ 



X. 



The maidens marked my soul's annoy ; 

They saw me silent in the hall ; 
They, friendly^ touched the harp of joy, 

But still Malvina's tears would fall ! 



XI. 

" And why," they said, ** art thou forlorn ;- 
Thou first of Lutha's maids so bright ? 

0, he was lovely as the mom ; 
And he was stately in thy sight !" 
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AISLIN MHALMHINE. 

'S E guth anaim mo ruin a tha 'nn 

! 's ainmacli gu aislin Mhalmhin' thu ! 

Fosgluibh-se talla nan spenr^ 
Aithra Oscair nan cruaidli-bheuni ; 
Fosgluibli-se doirsa nan nial 
Tha oeumma Mhalmhine ga dian ! 

Chualam gath a' m' aislin fein, 

Tha fathrum mo chleibh go ard ! V * 

C'uime thanic an ossag a' m' dheigh 

dhubh-shiubhal na linne od thall ? 

Bha do sgiath fhuimnach ann gallan an aonaich, 

Shiabhall aislin Mhalmhine go dian. 

Ach chunic is' a ruin ag aomadh, 

'S a cheo-earradh ag aomadh m' a chliabh : 

Bha dearsa na greine air thaobh ris 

Co boisgal ri or nan dalmh. 

'Se gath anaim mo luin a tha 'nn ! 
! 's ainmach gu m' aislin fdn thu 1 1''^ 
'S comhnuidh dhuit anam Mhalmhine— 
Mhic Ossain is treine lamh ! 
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Dh'eirich m' osna mani deaisa o near ; 
Thaom' mo dheoir measg shioladh na h'oiche ! 

> Bu ghallan aluin a't fhianuis mi, Oecair ! 
Le m' uile gheuga uaine ma m' thiomchiol : 
Ach thanic do bhas-sa mar osaig 
O'n fhasach, us dhaom mi sios. 
Thanic earrach le aoladh nan speur, 
Cha d*eiiich duill' naine dhamh fein! 

Ghunic oigha me sambach 's an talla 

Agos bhoail iad darsach nan fonn ; 

Bha deoir ag taomadb le gniaidban Mbalmhine ; 

Chunic oigb me 's mo tbuiradh gu trom : — 

" C uime am bheil thu co tuiiBach, a' m' fbianois 
Chaombr AinniiK)g Luath-ath nan srutb ? 
An ro e s^amhacb mar dhearsa na greine 1 
Am bu cho tlacbdor a* sbiubhal 's a chmth ?" 



THE END. 
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A Leuchadair Chriosdail, 

'S E buannachd spioradal t'anma th'ann am 
bheachd ann a' bhi sgriobhadh na th'air a' chur 
sios anns an Leabhar bheag so, chum le bhi 
foillseachadhgloirnamflaitheasdoshuileant'inn- 
tiDD,gu'mbiodh do cheudfaithean agust'iarrtas- 
an air an gluasad suas gu roghainn a' dheanamh 
dheth mar tMonmhas is ro luachmhoire, agus 
mar sin far am ** bi t'ionmhas bithidh do 
chridhe mar an ceudna:" agus, theagamh, gu'm 
beil urrad air a' radh an so air son ceudfaith- 
ean t'inntinn a' ghlacadh 'sa th*air a sgriobh • 
adh an kit' air bidh eile air a' phuing so ; agus 
a dh'fhaodas, tre bheannachadh Dh^^ iarrtas a' 
dhiisgadh annad an deigh an t-sonais rau'm beil 
ioniradh air a* dheanamh an so, 's a bheir thu fa- 
dheoigh gu bhi ga mhealtainn gu siorruidh. — 
Cha 'n eil mi, gu dearbh' a* gabhail os-laimh 
niion-chuuntas a' thoirt uime, (oir cha 'n 
eil e soilleir fathasd ciod a bitheas sinn) ach 
tha dochas agam gu 'm faigh n'a th*air a* chur 
sios an so, ughdarras o fhacal D6, chum 
a leigeadh ris c'kit' am beil nadur ar sonais, gu 
h-kraid a' co-sheasamh, le bhi toirt freagradh 
do na ceisdibh is doilleire. agus is deacair' mu 
thiomchioU, a r^ir facal na f irinn 
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Agus jIo bhrigh giir e gradh, agus durachd, 
na sgiathan leis am beil an Uanain ag ^iridh 
suas ch'jin nam flaitheas, cha 'n eil mi 'n teag- 
amh nach fhnigh an t-anam crabhach an so, 
na feartan tarrainn a ni thdladh an deigli 
cusbairean ncamhaidh, ionnan agus gun fhios: 
oir ciod is mo a' chuireas na caileachdan inntinn 
ann am beo-chleachdadh no durachd air son a 
bhi *g amharc air an oirdhearcas bhith-bhuan 
dliealracli sin, a tha uile gu leir cho taitneacli *s 
gu n iarramaid e; agus mu'm beil an eaglais ag 
radh, " gur maisich e na clann nan daoine !" 
Agus, mabhae mar sin an laithibhirios]achd,cia 
cho mor sa tha' ghloir a nis' air a chrunadh air 
a righ-chathair le gloir agus onair, mar tha 'n 
t-abstol chum nan Eabhruidheach aginnseadh? 

Ach ged a tha nithe glormhorair aithris mu 
bhaile Dhe, ath' air a leigeadh ris dhuinn mar 
oirdhearcas bith-bhuan, agus aoibhneas iomadh 
linne ; gidheadh, an deigh an iomraidh is far- 
suinne, is ^iginn dhuinn aideachadh an uair a 
thig sinn do na flaitheas, mar a rinn Ban-righ 
Sheba, 'nuair a chunnaic i gloir Sholaimh, 
<* Nach robh a leth air aithris duinn." 

Gidheadh, tha ni *s lebir ann chum ar cridhe 
chumail ann am beb-chleachdadh, agus ar ceud- 
Faithean ^igneachadh chum 's gu'n glaodh sinn 
d mach maille ri Daibhidh, ^* Cia sgiamhach do 
phailiunn, O, Thighearna nan sluagh!" Agus 
mar a tha gradh agus durachd g*ar tarrainn 
an deigh na nithe a tha sinn a' meas maiseach 
agus ibnmhuinn, i& amhnil a tlia eagal mar an 
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ceudna 'na bhuaidh de 'n anam, leis am beil 
e seachnadh, agus a teicheadh o na nithe a tha 
e meas a bhi olc ; agus tha 'n lasan so ag 
oibreachadh cbo laidir ann an cuidde dh' anman- 
an^ 's a tha gradh agus durachd ann an cuid 
eile. Agus dhaibhsan faodaidh taisbeanan na 
h-ifrinn a bhi cho feumail chum eagal a chuir 
anuta uaithe, sa bhitheas taisbeanan nan! 
flaitheas de chuid eiie chum an tarrainn ann. 
Ann an so faodaidh tu, mar gu 'm b'eadh, do 
chluasan a chur ri beul Thopheit, agus tuireadii 
dubhach, brbnach, nan truaghanan caillte a 
chluinntinn, a thug iad f^in gu truaighe bith- 
bhuan, le bhi gu faoin an tbirair toilinntinnean 
peacach,agusathaniseroluatha'caoidh na nitlie 
a tha ro anmoch air son an leasachadh; thigsadh 
dha sud, a bhi mar cho iiugha comharradh 
cuain dhaibhsan a tha glic, chum na nithe ud 
a thoirt fainear, gu bhi a* toirt rabhaidh do 
mhuinntir eile, aleithid do leir-sgrios siorruidh 
a sheachnadh. 

Tha *n t-Abstol a* sgriobh chum nan Eabh- 
ruidheachaginnseadhdhuinn, ''air do Noah bhi 
air a ghlbasad le eagal, gu'n d' ullaich e aire 
chum a theaghlach a thearnadh ;" agus mas e 
gu'n gluais eagal piantan na h-ifrinn (a th' air an 
leigeadh ris cho soilleir ami an so,) anam air 
bith gu teicheadh chum na h-kirc> losa Criosd, 
a' los gu'n seachainn e an fhearg a tha ri 
teachd, bithidh e 'na thrccair do-labhairt. 

Agus na tuisleadh neach air bith a chionn 
gu'm beil na nithe so air an toirt seachad 
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fo shjlmhla bruadair; oir cho fad 's a tha 'n 
fhiriim air a cur sios an so a' co-aontach- 
adh ri fior choltas a' chreideimh, faodaidh 
am modb air am beil i air a cur a bhi air a 
ghiulan. Rinn mis' ann an so mar is gnath 
leis na leighichean an loc-slaint leighis a chur 
ann an soitheach maiseach, chum a bhi ni *s 
taitniche r' a h-61 leis na h-easlaintich ; agus 
mar a bha 'n t-slighe dh'ionnsaidh neimh air 
a meas cho taitneach fo shamhla bruadair, 
c'arson nach biodh ceann na siighe air a 
mheas mar an ceudna fo shkmhla taisbean? 
— Carson nach biodh e ni bu ro-thaitniche 
agus gur e a* chrioch is ro urramaiche no na 
meadhounan, agus na flaitheis no 'n t siighe 
bheir ann sinn? Choinnich an Criosdaidh 
iomadh cruaidh-chas air a thuras, ach ann an 
so tha iad uile thairis ; agus tha na h-uile storm 
agus doireann air an tionndadh gu cliuine. 

Na fanamaid an so ni's fhaide ma ta, ach 
^ireamaid suas do'n kit* ud, air sgiathibh oir 
creideimh agus gaoii : ** Oir faic, tha 'n geamh- 
radh seachad, tha 'n t-uisge thairis, dh' imich 
e roimhe, chithear na blkthan air an talamh, tha 
am seinn nan eun air teachd, agus cluinnear 
guth an turtuir 'n ar tir ; seadh, thara' Fear-nuadh- 
posdabeannaichte ar 'n anma ga 'r gairm; Eir 
ich, m' aon ghraidh, m* aon mhaiseach, thig air 
falbh." Agus, a leughadar, se gu 'n dean thusa 
deifir gun dkil iarrtas agus urnuigh dhurachdach 
Fior charaid dileas t' anma, 

IAIN BUINIAN. 
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'NuAiR a tha muinntir an-diadhaidli cucorach 
air dol air an aghaidh aim an slighe a' piieac- 
aidb, gus aruig iad an ceum sin anns an gann a 
dh'f haodas iad earbsa bin aca gu 'ni faigh iad 
mathanas, is gu'm beil aobhar ac'a bbi fo eagal o 
cheart bhreitheanas D^ air son am peacanu- 
an, uime sin tha iad a' runachadh nach 
biodh Dia idir ann gu peannas a' dhieanamh 
orra, ni air leo bhiodh dhaibhsan 'na bhuann- 
achd: mar sin tha iad a lion ceum a's ceum a 
dearbhadb orra f(§in nach eil Dia idir ann, agus 
tha iad g' an suigheachadh f(§in air cnuasachadh 
chum am bairealan a chumail suas le co-reu- 
sonachadh gus an dearbh iad na nithe a' tha iad 
toileach a chreidsinu; 'S ann air a h-aon de 
iia bruidean so ; (oir is gann is airigh iad air 
ainm dhaoine) a bha mise gu mi-shealbhach 
eolach ; fear a bhiodh daonnan a' sparradh 
orm, nach robh aon chuid Dia no diabhol ann, 
neamh no ifrinn, agus nach robh anns na nithe 
ud ach innleachdan amhain, a' dhealbhadh le 
luchd-riaghlaidh a bha 'n geall air an t-saoghal 
a chumail fo *n uachdaranachd f(§in ; ceart (ars 
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esan) iiiiir a bliios sinne briiithinn mu bhbcanan 
chum eiigal a chuir air clann. Cha b' ann gun 
chrith nguA gun uabhas a chuala mi na nithe 
ud air tus, agus air son sin bu trie a dh'fbag 
mi e *nuair a thoisicheadh e air na puing- 
ean ud; ach air dha bhi glina a'cbmhradh rium 
mu'n timchioll, bhuadhich e orm fa-dheireadh, 
gun a bhi toirt fainear ciod am bonn a bha 
aig*airson na nithe udabha e daonnan a'cumail 
a mach ; agus o 'n km sin bha m' inntinn fo 
imcheist ie leithid do rahi-riaghailt agus de 
dhorchadas's gur gann a b' urrainn mi a ghiiilan, 
oir cha robh Hos agam cionnus a dheanainn m' 
inntinn a thoileachadh leis nafirinnean a thais- 
bean dhomb roimhe so le dearbheachd shoill- 
ear, cha b' urrainn mi smuainteachadh nach 
robh Dia ann ach leis an uabhas bu mho; fos, 
chuir mi *n teagamh an fhirinn gu *n robh e 
ann, ach air son sin uile cha tugainn thairis 
dhochas ri neamh ged gheibhinn an saoghal 
gu l^ir, gidheadh bha e mar cheist orm an 
robh leithid de dh' aite no do staid idir ann ; 
agus chuir mi 'n amharas gu 'n robh ifrinn 
ann, ged a shaoil leam gu 'n robh a lasraichean 
a grad lasadh 'nam aodann anns a' cheart 
uair. Bha mi mar so ann an aiinhreit agus an 
easaontachd inntinn ; agus air mo dhunadh a 
steach ann an aimlisg mhi-riaghailt, air nach 
b' urrainn mi dorus f haotainn gu teachd a mach 
as. Chaidh mi mar so fo mhor imcheist a dh* 
ionnsaidh mo charaide meallta, d' fheuchainn 
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ciod an solas a bheiridh e dhotnh, acli (bha so 
coltach ri Saul an uair a chaidh e chum na bana- 
bliuitseioh ann an Endoir 'nuair a ^hr^igDiae) 
's ann a chuir e mi ann an tuille luasgain iun- 
tinn, an aite mo mhisneachadh, is ann a bha e 
deanamh g^ire fanaid ri m' eagal, agus ag radh 
gu 'n robh truas mor aige ri mo laigse, agus 
e ga chumail f^in suas le subhachas anns an t* 
saorsa i)ha e mealtainn. 'S e bha e *g rkdh, 
nach robh eagalan gruamach na staide bha 
gu teachd, no cunntas dheireannach idir a' 
cuir bruaidblean air, agus gu'm be Nikdur ban. 
dia mhor an domhain, agus mar sin gu 'n robh 
e air a riaghladh lea-san ; agus nach robh 
curam sam bith air ach cionnas a bhiodh e beo 
ann an so, a chum is 'nuair a bhiodh a chr6 
air a bheothachadh a rithist, gu 'm biodh e air a' 
chur ann an sebrsa crutha sgiamhach eile: 
ach bha e *g radh gu robh so mar an ceudna, 
ann an tomhas mor, a r6ir an aite 's am biodh 
e air adhlaiceadh ; oir, na 'm bitheadh e air 
a thiodhlaiceadh ann an eaglais, no ann uaigh- 
lic* fo'n talamh, gu 'n robh e so-dheanta gu 'm 
biodh a dhuslach air a thiondaidh gu damhanan- 
allaidh, mialan-magach, no naithrichean-nimhe 
— agus mar sin gu'm be a dhurachd gu 'm 
biodh e air thiodhlaiceadh ann an raon, nu 
lios, chum 's gu 'm filisadh a dhuslach suas na^ 
fluraichean dealbhach, gucagach, agus gur e sin 
a mhkin an sonas bu mhb a bha e cuir air leth 
dha Uin ; uime sin gu 'm bu mhath leis gu 'm 
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bitheadli na bpioradan agus gach nith eile dhe 
an rouh e air a diieanamh suas, air an cur gu 
dichiollach anns gach ghne mhaise nadurrach : 
agus a thuilleadh air sin blia e *g radh, air son 
na bha dh'fhios aige-san, air an atharrachadh 
a bha n^dur a' deanamh air na beo bhithibh, 
gu 'in faodadh e tachairt ann an linn an deigh 
so, gu'm biodh e air a chur ann an cruth duine 
a rithist, mar a bha e creidsinn a bha e 
o cheann ioraadh linn roimhe so. 

Rinn mi na sgriobturan a' thoirt an aghaidh 
nam barailean dorcha neo-thuigseach so a bh' 
aige ; ach chuir e 'n aghaidh nan sgriobturan, 
ag radh gu 'm b' innleachdau iad, a bha luchd- 
staid a cleachdadh chum an criochan f^in a 
thoirt mu'n cuairt; agus, ars esan, air son a blii 
dearbhadh gu'm beil Dia ann, leis na sgriobturan, 
cha 'n 'eil e ach ceart ionnan *sa bhi dearbhadh 
ceud thus nan sgriobturan o bhith Dh^. 

Air do'n chainnt so mo chur ann an tuilleadh 
amharais, dh' fhas mi cho anshocrach is gu'n 
robh mo bheatha na h-uallach dhomh; bha eagal 
orm creideas a thoirt do na smuaintean mall- 
aichte ud, ach gidheadh bha iad daonnan a 
ruith 'nam inntinn ; 's b'f hearr leam mile uair 
nach cuala mi riamh iad, gidheadh bha iad a 
ghnk ann am shealladh. '< Ciod," arsa mise, 
rium f^in, *< am beil ann am uile dhuil ri neamh 
ach faoin dbchas ?" 

An d'rinneadh s^irbheis leam do Dhia ai 
diomhanas ? No an do shaoi . mi a mhkin 'nam 
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iiintinn, gu 'n robh e ann, agus iiaca e.L a leithid 
ann idir? Thae do-dheanta dhomh innseadh an 
cruaidh-ghleachd a mhothaich mi 'nuair a thug 
mi sITghe reidh do nasmuaintean ud, a bha gu 
minig a' greimeachadh rium le tuille neart, 
gus na chuir iad mi fa-dhe6igh» a dli'ionnsaidh 
a' cheum mu dheireadh do dh* an-d5chas. — 
Carson a tha mise a' fantainn eadar da bharail 
(ars mise rium f^in,) nach fearr crioch a chuir 
air a' bheatha thruaigh so, agus firinn na cuise 
ud a dhearbhadh ? 

Mar so runaich mi cuir as domh fein, agus 
a chum na criche sin, chaidh mi mach aon 
mhadainn do choille a bha fagus domh, far 
an do shbnraich mi an droch run fuilteach 
so a chuir an gniomh, ach anns a cheart uair 
an robh mo Ikimh gu bhi anns a' chionnt, 
shaoil leam gu 'n cuala mi cagair uaigneach, ag 
radh, <' O Epenetuis, na tilg thu fi^in ann an 
truaigh neo ohrlochnach, gu toileachas a' thoirt 
do namhaid t'anma; daighnichidh a bhuile 
bhusmor sin a tha thu dol a' thabhairt dhut 
fein do dhiteadh siorruidh ; oir ma se is gu'ui 
beil Dia ann, mar is fior gu'm beil, cionnas as 
urrainn thu dbchas bhi agad gu 'n dean e trocair 
ort, 'nuair a tha thu gu toileach a* dol a sgrios 
iomhaigh-sau ?*' Cia as a thainig an cagair 
diomhair so, cha b' f iiios domh, ach tha mi a' 
creidsinn gum b'ann o Dhia a bha e ; oir thainig 
e le leithid de chumhachd, is gu *n tug e orm am 
ball-deis' a bh' agam chum mi f6in a mhilleadh 
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a thilgeadh uam, agus d' f Iieuch e dhoma ann an 
tiotadh aDeucoirabhamigudheanamhormfein. 
— Thug uabhas a' ghniomh' oillteil so a ruinich 
mi air m' uilt criothnachadh, air doigh is^ur 
gann a b' urra' mi seasamh ; agus bha 'n t' kite 
cianail anns na shonraich mi mi-fein a* sgrios 
air a nochdadhdhomh ann ansealladh cho uabh- 
asach, is neach d* f haod mi gun aideachadh gur 
ann le cumhachd spioradail neo-fhaicsinneach 
eigin a bha mi air mo shaoradh, agus a thainig 
cho trathail a chum mo dhion; agus air son na 
comain' a chuir e orm, thug mi taing dha mar 
so agus mi tuiteam sios air mo ghluineau : — 

" O Chumhachdaich bhith-bhuain neo-fhaic- 
sinneich I a tlia *g amhairc uile ghniomhan an 
duine, ged nach f haicear leis-an thu, a chum 
mise nis' air m'kis o t' iomhaigh a sgrios, tha mi 
gu h-umhal a' toirt buidheachais dhut ; tha, O 
thusa a fihith rioghail, a thug bith do gach 
uile bheb eile, tha mi a* toirt taing dhut gu*m beil 
mi fathasd beb, agus comasach a bhi 'g aideach- 
adh gu'm beil do leithid *a' bhith ann : O I na 
falaich do ghnuis uam, ann an neoil tiugh' de 
dhorchadas, ach soillsicheadh grian na glbire 
orm, chum 's gu *n caith i air falbh doiilear- 
achd dhorcha m' anma, air chor is nach cuir 
mi ni's mb an teagamh do bhith, no t' uile 
chumhachd, amhothaich mi air modh cho soilU 
ear aig an am so." 
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An sin air eiridh dhomh, chaidh mi agus 
shuidh mi air bruaich, air do m' inntinn a biii 
ann a mbr giiiuasad le smuaintean urramaci) air 
a mhathas bhithbhuan, a theasairg mi cho 
caoimhneii o shloc uabhasach an I^ir-sgrios 
shiorruidh, san robh mi ullamh gu mi fi^in a 
tiiilgeadh. Agus a nise shaoil learn nach b' urr- 
iiinn mi ach a bhi 'gabhail iongantais ri m* ain- 
eolas figin air son a bhi cur an teagamh gu 'n 
robh Dia ann, nith air an robh na h-uile creut*- 
air 'nam fianaisean, a thuilleadh air dearbhadh 
cogais dhaoine fi^in' a bha ni bu shoilleire no 
mile do dh'fhianaisean eile. 

Nise, am feadh a bha mi 'n am shuidhe air a 
bhruaich a beachd-smuainteach air na nithe 
ud, bha mi gu h-obann air mo chuartachadh le 
solus glbrmhoir cho ro dheallrach is nach f haca 
mi riamh a leithid, chuir e araon iongantas agus 
uabhunn orm ; agus, am feadh, a bha mifo iogh- 
nadh cia as a thainig e, chunnaic mi sealladh 
glormhoir a teachd d' am ionnsaidh, mar chruth 
duine, ach air a chuartachadh le boillsgeanau 
dealarach do sholus glormhoir, a bha do-Iabh- 
airt soilleir a dealrachadh uaithe mar a bha e 
teachd; bha mor uabhas 'na ghniiis, ach gidh- 
eadh, air a mheasgadh le aoidh cho suilbhir 
'sa rinn anabarrach maiseach e 'n amshealladh, 
agus a thug dhomh mar an ceudna nitheigin de 
dhochas nach ann mar namhaid a bha e teachd 
d' am ionnsaidh ; ach f 6s cha robh f hios agani 
cionnus a dheanainn a mhor-dhealradh fhul- 
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ang; uime sin air dbomh oidhirp a thoirt gu 
seasamh air mo chasan, mhothaich mi gu 'n 
do chain mi mo neart, agus mar sin thuit mi 
sios air m' aghaidh chum na talmhainn ; ach, 
le comhnadhcaoimhneil a gh&irdeanan, thogadh 
tsuas mi air mo bhuinn a rithist, agus chuireadh 
i^uadh neart annam, agus 'nuair a mhothaich 
mi sin, labhair mi ris a chruth shoilleir a bha 
fa *m chomhair, ag radh, O Fhir-shaoraidh 
dhealraichy a chur mar so neart ann am chorp 
f'ann, agus a dh-aisig mi gu beatha, cionnus a 
nochdas mi dhut taingealachd, agus ciod e 
an dbigh air an dean mi aoradh dhut? 

Fhreagair e mi araon le mbralachd agus tairis- 
neachd, ** loc t'aoradh do dh-ughdardo bhith, 
agus ni h-ann dhomhsa, nach 'eil ach am cho- 
chreutair a th* air mo chur leis an Ti sin, a 
bha thus' o cheann ghoirid ag aicheadh a bhith, 
a chum stad a chuir ort o thuiteam anns an 
ieir-sgrios shiorruidh anns an robh thu dol ga 
do thilgeadh fein. 

Bhuin so ri 'm chridhe le leithid do gheur 
mhothachadii air mo neo-f hiiighalachd feiu is 
gu 'n leagh m'anam an taobh a staigh dhiom, 
agus cha b' urrainn mi gun ghlaodh amach, O 
cia clio mi-fiiiughal sa tha mis* air an deagh- 
gliean agus air an iochd so uile a' th*air a' 
nochdadh dhomh ? 

Fhreagair an teachdaire neanihaidh mi, ag 
radh, — " Cha 'n eil an t-Uile-cumhachdach a 
toirt do mhi-fhiughalaehd-sa fainear, an uair a 
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tha e nochdadh trbcair, ach se a tha e tabhairt 
fainear a mhaitheas gun tamhas, agus a ghrkdh 
dorannsaichte fein : chunnaic e na bha do 
ghamhias aig ard eascaraid anmanan dhut, 
agus cho iarrtach 's a bha e air do sgrios; agus 
leig e leis a dhol air agliaidh le dochas buaidli 
a thoirt ort, ach bha e ga do chumail suas le a 
chumhachd diomhair; agus an uair a bha an 
diabhol an dochas cinnteach gu 'n robh thu 
aige, bhris an rlbe agus theich thusa/' Thug 
na briathran ud orni labhairt amach le aoibhneas 
do-labhairt druighteach mar so — 

O ! doimhne a ghrSlidh so co *8 urrainn aithris ? 
Shaor m* anam bochd a bha gu teann dol tbairis; 
Olbir agus moladh, do m* Fbear-saoraidh rnbr, 
Seinnidh mi gu suthainn sior a chliu 's a gbloir I 
Air son, 'nuair bha mi air bruaich sgrios siorruidh, 
Gun thiorc e m* anam truagh o' uilc an diabhoil 
Ach a nis* is aithne dhomh (cliii dhut a's gloir,) 
Our tu 'n Tighearna Dia, seadh, an Dia ro mhor ! 

Aingeal 'S ann (ars an aoidh Heanihaidh, 
le gnuis shuilbhir) :i chum 's nach cuir thu an 
amharus cinntichead Hrinn niihe siorruidh ni's 
mo, tha mise air teachd gu dearbhadh a'thabh- 
airt dhut orra ; cha *n ann amhain le creid- 
eamh, ach le sealladh mar an ceudna : oir 
feuchaidh mi dhut nithe, air nach d' aum- 
aire suit bhksmhor riamh ; agus chum na criche 
sin, bithidh do shuilean air an neartachadh, 
agus air an deanamh comasach gu bhi 'g amharc 
chuisbairean spioradal. 
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Blia mi fo inhbr ioghnadh leis a' chainnt 
iongatitaich so a' Iai)hairan t-aingeal, agus bha 
mi fo amliarus nach bithinn comasach na nithe 
ud a ^hiulan,uime sin thubhairt mi ris, " O, mo 
Thighearn ! co a tha comasacli amharc air a 
leithid sin do shealladh ?'* 

Fhreagair esan, agus thubhairt e, " Bithidh 
aoibhneas an Tighearn 'na neart dhiit." Agus 
an uair a thubhairt e so, ghabh e greim dhiom, 
ag radh, *' Na biodh eagal ort, oir tha mis' air 
mo chur chum nithe 'nochdadh dhut nach fhac 
thu roimhe :" agus mu 'n do mhothaich mi, bha 
mi fada os-ceann na talmhuinu, ^ite a chunnaic 
mi ro bheag agus gun diu, an coimeas ris an tir 
dhealraich chum an robh mi nis' air teachd. 

An sin thuirt mi ri m' fhear-iuil dealrach, 
" O na biodh miothlachd air mo Thighearn, ma 
dh' fheoraicheas mi ceist na dha dhiot. 

Fhreagair e, *g radh, " Abair romhad : se 
sin m' obair, na nithe a dh' fheoraicheas tu 
dhiom a' fhreagradh, oir tha mis' am spiorad 
frithealaidh, a tha air mo chur ainach chum 
frithealadh dhuts agus dhaibhsan uile a bhios 
na 'n oighreachan air slainte/' 

An sin thuirt mi ris, gu'm bu mhath learn 
fios f haotainn uaithe, ciod e am ball dubh a 
bha mi' faicinn an sud cho fada fotham, agus a 
bha fas ni bu lugh is ni bu lugh, mar a b* aird 
is mar a b' aird a bha mi 'g 4iridh suas, agus a 
bha moran ni bu dorch' ann am shealladh 
'nuair a thainig mi do 'n diithaich shoilleir so. 
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Se am ball beag sin (ars m' f hear-iuil) a tha 
nise cho dorch'agus cho suarrach ann ad bheachd, 
an saoghal anns an robii thu a chomhnuldh o 
cheann ghoirid : faodaidh tu fhaicinn ann an 
so, cho beag 's a tha 'n saoghal ud uile, air son 
am beil cho liugha neach a* saoithreachadh gun 
sgios, agus a' caitheamh an neart, agus an nine, 
chum beagan dhe a chosnadh. 'S e sud am 
ball beag talmhuinn a th' air a roinn agus air 
ath-rionn na iomadh rioghachd, agus air son 
am bheil a leithid do dhaoidhearachd ghraineil 
uabhasach, agus do mhortadh fuilteach mi-^ 
nadurra air a chur an gniomh chum aon dhiu 
a chosnadh. Seadh, se sud am ball beag 
talmhuinn, air son na chuir cho liugha am 
beatha an cunnart agus chum a* chuibhrionn bu 
lugha dhe a bhuannachd, a chaill gu cinnteach 
am beatha, agus an anmannan priseil neo- 
bhasmhor mar an ceudna ; a bha cho ro luach- 
mhor, 's gu 'n d' innis Prionnsa na Sithe 
dhuinn, " Ged a bhuannaicheadh duine an 
saoghal uile, nach deanadh e suas call cho 
mor." Agus se an amaideachd, 'n t-aobhar 
nach eil iad ag amhairc air nithe is airde : oir 
mar a thug thu fainear cheana mar a bha thu 
teachd anuas ni b' f haguis air an ionad so, bha 
'n saoghal a' fks ni bu lugha, agus ni bu shuar- 
aiche, ann ad bheachd ; agus bithidh e mar sin 
do na h* uile a gheibh le creideamh an cridhe, os 
a cheann. Oir, na *m faiceadh clann daoine an 
saoghal ceart mar a ta e, cha bhiodh iad ga 
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mhiaDnachadh mar a tha iad a nis : ach tha iad, 
mo thruaigh ! ann an dorchadas; agus, ui 's 
measa no sin, is ionmhuinn leo a bhi siubhal 
ann. Oir ged a thainig Prionns' an t-Soluis 
nam' measg, agus ged a d' f heuch e dhaibh 
fior siiolus na beatha (mar tha e fathasd a 
deanamh ie 'mhinisteir,) gidheadh tha iad 
a dol air an aghaidh anns an dorchadas, agus 
" cha *n kill leo teachd chum an t-soluis, do 
bhrigh gu 'm beil an gniombaran olc." 

Epkenet. Dh' fhebraich mi dheth mar an 
ceudna, Ciod iad na rabr chuideachdan de 
chruthaibh uaraidh dubha a bha 'n sud ag 
itealaich anns an adhar os ceann an t* saoghail, 
s' a chuireadh mbr eagal orm gu cinnteach, mar 
biodh gu 'm faca mi 'nuair a bha thusa gabhail 
seachad orra, gu 'n do theich iad air falbh : 
theagamh gur ann a thaobh 's nach robh iad 
comasach am mor dhealradh le'is am beil thus' 
air do chbrahdachadh a ghiulan? 

Aijigeov. Fhreagair e mi, 'g radh, 'S iad 
sud na spioradan a thuit o 'n ceud staid, agus a 
bh' air an tilgeadh sios o na flaitheis air son 
an ceannairc agus an ardain, 's a tha nis' air am 
fbgradh anns an iarmailt le ordugh an Uile- 
chumhachdaich, agus air an ceangal le slabh- 
raidhean dorchadais fa chomhair breitheanais 
an Iktha mhoir. Agus uaidh sin tha iad air an' 
leigeadh sios chum an t' saoghail, gu dearbhadb 
aphobuill taghta, agus chumditeadh nan eacor- 
ach. Agus ged a tha thusa nise ga 'm faicinn 
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'nan cruthaibh uaraidh dubha, gidheadh bha 
iad *nuair a chruthaicheadh iad na mic do *n 
t' solus, agus air an cbmhdachudh le trusgan- 
an glbrmhordealrach,mara tha thu faicinn orm- 
sa. Agus ged a b* e duais am peacaidh 
gu 'n chailleadh iad a' mhais ud, tha iad air 
an lionadli le coraich agus gamhlas an aghaidh 
an D6 a ta siorruidh beannaiehte, agus tha iad 
a ghnath fo eagal roimh *chumhachd agus a 
mhorachd-san, agus ann am fuath iomlan da; 
ach air dhaibh an gibir agus an neo-chionntas 
a chall, teichidh iad o na spioradan a ghleidh 
an ceud ionracas, agus tha iad a ghnd umhal do 
'n Cruithear mhor, agus air an daighneachadh 
anns an umhlachd sin le Mac beannaichte Dh^. 
Ephenet Ach, O I Fhir-iuil bheann- 
aichte, innis dhomh, am beil dochas sam bith 
aca a bhi air an reiteach' ri Dia a rithist an 
ceann uine, no mnr as lugha, aig cuid araidh 
dhiu? 

AingeaL Cha 'n *eil, cha 'n 'eil idir, (ars 
esan), tha iad caiilte gu siorruidh, oir 's iad-san 
a pheacaich air tus, agus cha robh cusbair-buair- 
idh aca, agus bha iad uile air an tilgeadh sios 
o D^amh ann an aon uair. Agus, osbarr, cha do 
^habh Mac Dhe am Mesiah beannaichte trid 
am beil slkinte amhain r'a faotainn, air fein 
nadur nan aingeal ach dh' f hag e na h-ainglean 
a thuit chum an sgrios, cha do ghabh e air f6in 
ach nkdur shiiochd Abrahaim amhain. Agus 
is ann air an aobhar sin a tha leithid de mhor 

B 
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glmmhlas aca do chlann nan daoine, is 
duilich leo gu 'm beil iad 'nan oighreachan 
air neanih, agus iad fein a bith fo bhinn 
ditidli na h ifrinn. 

Mu'n ^m so rainig sinn osceann na gr^ine, 
aig am beil a cuairt mhbr agus ghlbrmlior 
tuilleadh a's ceud uair na's mo n*an talamh. 
agus a dian ruith le luathas cho treun ma 
thimchioll na h-uidhe anns na shuidhiciieadh 
i 's gu'n saoilte do-chreidsinn e r* a aithris. Dh*. 
innis m* f hear-iuil dhomh gu'm b'e an rath mor 
anabarrach teine a bha 'n sud an crochadh, aon 
de dh* obraichean cumhachdach Dh^, agus a 
bha carachadh cho grad is gu 'n siubhiadh c 
ceud mile de mhilltean an uine cho goirid 
ri uair. Agus gidheadh bha i daonnan gu'n 
stad a' ruith a cuairt gu riaghailteach 
na cursa laithail, agus bliadhnail ; cho an- 
barrach maiseach 'na cruth is nach b' urr- 
ainn mi amharc oirre, mar be gu'u robh mo 
shuilean air a mor neartachadh : agus cha be 
iongantas bulughana rionnagan moracruinne de 
theine d'an goir sinne na reuUtan seamach,a tha 
deich mile thar f hichead do mhiltean os-ceann 
na gr^ine, us a tha cho ro ard is nach f haic sinn 
iad ach mar choinnlean laiste ged a tha gach 
aon dhiu raoran ni 's mo na 'n talamh ; agus na 
tuiteadh ach a h-aon de nalbchrainn neamhaidh 
ud, ghrad loisgeadh iad an saoghal 'na luaithre 
ann an tiota: agus gidheadh tha iad 'an croch- 
adh 'nan cuar* figin gun taic air bith ga 'n 
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cuinail suas, ach facal an T) mhoir a chruthaich 
tad air tus. 

EpheneL Tha sud ni 's leoir, ars mise ri 
'm fheariuil, gu dearbhadh a thabhairt do 
neach sam bith, air mor chumhachd a Chruith- 
ear is ro ghlbrmhoir no iadan gu \i\r, agus 
raai an ceudna chum dorchudas an as-creid- 
eimh a chaitheamh air falbh a tha cuir an teag- 
amh an Dia mor ud a bhi ann a thug cho liugha 
i^.arbhachd shoilleir do 'n t-saoghal uile air 
. chumhachd, agus air a ghloir, agus mar biodh 
daoine mar na briiidean a ghnk ag amharc sios 
air an talamh, cha b' urrainn iad gun a mhor 
ghiiocas agus a chumhachd aithneachadh agus 
aideachadh. 

Aingeal. Tha thu labhairt na firinn^ ars 
esan, ach chi' thu ann an uine ghearr nithe is 
mo na iad sud ; oir cha 'n eil ann an sud ach 
am fkradh air an dirich luchd-togail na h-ait- 
reamh an coimeas ris an togaii ghreadhnach 
anns am beil an sluagh beannaicht' a tha shuas 
a chomhnaidh anns an " taigh nach do thogadii 
le lamhan a ta siorruidh anns na neamhan */' 
dhe am faigh thu sealladh cho fada sa tha thu 
'n drasta comasach a' thuigsinn. 



AN SAOGHAL A TA RI TEACHD: 

NO, 

SEALLADH DE 'N4:AMH, 

AGUS DE A GHl6iR. 



Bha na nithe a bh' air an aithris dhomh le m' 
fhear-iuil, air an dearbhadh dhomh ann an 
uine ro ghearr; oir bha mi air ball air tno 
ghiulan a dh'ionnsaidh ionadan glormhor an 
t-sluaigh bheannaichte: agus chunnaic mi nithe 
nach gabh cur an ceill le cainnt agus chuala 
mi a leithid de cho-sh^irm fhonnor, cheoU 
bhinn nach urrainn mi am feasd aithris : is 
ceart uime sin, a d' fhaodadh an t-Abstol 
ionmhuinn Eoin innseadh dhuinn 'na litir, 
" A nis* is sinne mic Dh^ ; agus cha 'n eil 
e soilleir fathasd ciod a bhitheas sinn V Cia 
air bith nach f hac a ghldir ud, cha 'n urrainn e 
labhairt ach ro neo-iomlan mu d^ighinn; agus 
iadsan a chunnaic e cha *n urrainn iad am nxM^ 
cuid a* cbur an ceill de na tha de dh* oir- 
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dheirecas ghlbrmhor ann. Agus uime sin, tha 
Abstol mor nan cinneach, ag innseadh dhuinn 
gu'n robh e air a'ghiulan suas gu Pharrais,far an 
cual* e briathran do-labliairt, nach robh comas- 
ach do dhuine a chuir an c^ill, cha'n eil e 'toirt 
cunntas air bith eile uime, ach *' Nach fhaca 
suil, nach cuala cluas, agus nach tainig e ann 
an cridh dhuine n*a thaisg Dia suas dhaibhsan 
a tha ga gr^dhachadh." Ach bheir mise 
cunntas dhuibh mu n'a chunnaic agus n'a 
chuala mi, agus mu 'n chomhradh a bh' 
agam ri cuid de 'n mhuinntir bheannaichte, 
cho math 'sa tha 'nam chomas agus *uam 
chuimhne. 

An uair a bha mi air tus air mo thabhairtam 
fagus do *n righ-chuirt ghlormhor so, chunnaic 
mi feachd do-aireamh de hichd-frithealaidh 
dealrach, a ghabh rium le failte shuilbhir chum 
suitheachan sona an t-s61ais so, agus bha aoidh 
aoibhneas Ian, agus an fhurmailt bu mho 
'nan gnuis. Agus chunnaic mi ann an sin an 
solus iomlan air nach thigear dlu a tha 'g 
atharrachadh gach nith chum a ghne f6in ; oir 
tha eadhon anmannan nan naomh a th' a'.r an 
glorachadh soillseach, agus dealrach. Cha 
mho a tha iad air an soillseachadh leis a* ghr^in 
no le solus cruthaichte sam bith eile; ach leis an 
t' solus dhealrach, shoillseach sin a tha sruth- 
adh troimh na h-ionadan neamhaidh, a ta 
bruchdadh o IknachdGloire na diadhachd; agus 
cha 'n *eil solus na gr^in ach mar dhorchadas; 
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agus bhoilgeadh an Haoimein, is lainnirich, no 
soillearachd a charbnncil, an /• saphir, agus an 
ruhi, agus dearsa dealrach an neamhnaid is ro 
luachmhoire, ach mar ghuaileanan marbha gun 
lasair an coimeas ris a' ghlbir ud : agus air an 
aobhar sin goirear dheth Righ chalhair gloire 
Dhcy anns am beil dealradh boisgeil mc?achd 
na diadhachd air f hoillseachadh air a rahodli 
is ro urramaiche. 

Bha 'n Dia a tha do-labhairt mor^ a th' 
air ardachadli air righ-chathair ard a gbloire, 
a* faotainn naomh aoradh o kireamb gun air- 
eamh do naoimh agus do dh' ainglibb- 
a' setnn halleluia bitb-bhuan 'g a cbliuthach- 
adh 'na chusbair ro dhealrach r' a amh- 
arc. Uime sin, is ceart a tbeirear ris Dia 
na gloire, oir is ann le iktbairaclid ghlor- 
mbor-san a tha na ilaitheas mar a tha iad ; oir 
tha aibhnichean aoibhneis a' sruthadh gun sgur 
o*u lithaireachd dhiadhaidh, agus a' co-r^ite- 
achadh suilbhearachd, aiteas, agus greadhnachas 
riuile-luchd-kiteachaidhbeannaichte nam flaith- 
eas, ionad chomhnuidh shblasach, agus a shuidh- 
eachan rioghail bhith-bhuan fgin ; far am beil 
a Mhorachd dhiadhidh a craobh-sgaoileadh na 
boisgeanan is ro shaibhir d' a mhathas agus d' 
a ghloir, agus anns am beil a naoimh thaghta 
agus a sheirbhisich *g a amhare agus a moladh 
oirdheireeis a tha siorruidh ionmholta. Air 
mo shon fein, bha mo ehomas amhairc cho ro 
anmhuinn air son am boisge bu lugha, d' an ard- 
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sliollearnchd o 'n tobair bhith-bhunn ud d' a 
sholus agus d' a ghloir a shuidh air an righ- 
chathair a gliiiilnn, is gu 'm b' ^igin dhomh 
glaodli amacl) ri in' f hear-iuil. ** Tha'n sealladh 
cho Ian so, de ghloir ro mhbr air son a gbiulan 
le basmhorachd anrahann; gidheadh tha e cho 
lirail agus cho taitneach, is gu 'm bu inhiann 
learn a bhi 'ga amharc ged a gheibhinn bas !" 

AingeaL Ni h-eadh, ni h-eadh, ars m' 
f hear-iuil, cha tig am bas a steach do'n ionad 
bheannaichte so ; oir an so tha beatha agus 
neo-bhasmhorachd a* chbmhnuidh ; cha'n eii 
nith sam bith aig peacadh no doilgheas r a 
dheanamh ann : oir 'se gloir an ionaid 
shona so gu *m beil e gu siorruidh saor o na 
h<uile nith a tha olc ; agus mar bitheadh e mar 
sin, bhiodli ar solas eadhon ann neo-iomlan. 
Ach thig thusa maille riumsa, agus bheir 
mi thu chum aon a tha ann sa' cholluinn, mar a 
tha thu fi^in ; bidh cbmhradh ris-san re tacain, 
gus an cuir mise teach daireachd eile uam, agus 
an deigh sin seblaidh mi thu a rithist air t' ais. 

Ephenet. O b 'f hearr (ars mise, le rudaig- 

in durachd) gu 'n leigeadh tu dhomh fanntainn 

ann an so ; oir anns an kite so cha 'n *eil feum 

air buthan a' thogail,oir tha na h-ionadanc6mh- 

laidh neamhaidh an so uUamh r^idh. 

Fhreagair mo theachdaire soillseach, Ann an 
so, an ceann tamuil, bithidh tu air do shuidh- 
eachadh gu siorruidh; ach feumaidh umhlachd 
a bhi air a thoirt an tus d* an run dhiadhaidh 
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Rinn e nso tliabhairt air ball troi* mhile 
dhe na spioradan dealrach, sgiathach ud, 
agus tliug e mi a dh' ionnsaidh an naoimh 
ainmeil sin, Eliah mor, bha chomhnaidh air 
an talamh a bhos o cheann iomadh linn, agus 
gidheadh shaoil learn gu'n d' aithnich mi e air 
a* cheud sealladh clio math is ged a bhiodh sinn 
beo euideachd air an talamli. 

AingeaL 'So (ars m' f hear-iuil ri Eliah) a 
fear a bha air a cheadaehadh le ordugh o'n 
chaithir rioghail gu beachdachadh air na h-ion- 
adan soillseach so; agus thug mis' an so e chum 
is gu 'm foghlumadh e uat-sa far am beilgloii 
agus sonas an iite so a' co-sheasamh. 

Eliah. Ni mise sin gu toileach, ars am 
f^idh, oir 's e ar biadh agns ar deoch anns na 
duthchanan beannaichte so a bhi deanamh toil 
D^ agus an Uain, a' seinn moladh dha, agus a' 
deanamh seirbhis dha leisannaomh aoradh isro- 
umhail, ag radh. ^'Beannachd, agus urram, agus 
glbir, agus cumhachd, gu 'n robh dh&san a tha 
'na shuidhe air an righ- chaithir, agus do 'n Uan, 
gu brkth agus gu sorruidh, oir shaor e sinne 
do Dhia le fhuii amach as na h-uile cinneach 
agus teanga, agus pobuU agus finne, agus rinn e 
sinn na 'r rlghrean agus na 'r sagairt d' ar Dia ; 
, eadhon, mar sin, Amen." Agus chuir mise 
mar an ceudna m' Ainen fein ris na thubhairt 
am fdidh naomha. 

D' fhebraich am faidh dhiom an sin, c'ar- 
son a bha 'n comas agus an t' saorsa inhbr 
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se air a thoirt dhomh-sa? (leis an do tbuig mi 
gu'ra beil na naoimh anns na flaitheis gun f bios 
air na thasa deanamh air talamh — cionnas, mar 
sin, a tha urnaighean air an. cuir suas fo 'n 
seoladh ? 

Dh*aithris mi 'n sin na chuir mi sios ann 
an so mar roimh-rkdh 's an uair a chuar am 
faidh naomli* e, bhrist e mach ann am briathran 
druighteach mar so. 

Eliah. ** Glbir siorruidh gu'n robh dha- 
san a tha 'na shuidh air an righ-chathair, 
agus do 'n Uan, air son a mhaitheas neo- 
chriochnach agus a mhor iriosalachd d' a laigse 
peacaich bochd an-earbsach !" 'N deigh sin, 
thubhairt e, Nise thoir an liire do na labhras mi. 
Agus an sin thoisich e mar so — 

Eliah. Tha mi cinnteach nach urrainn thu 
na chunnaic agus na chual thu cheana aithris 
gu brkth, air mhodh *s gu 'n tuigear e ; oir tha 
e OS ceann na chunnaic suil. no na chuala cluas, 
no na tha 'n comas cridhe duine a bhreatbnach- 
adh ; tha mi ciallachadh iadsan nach deach fa- 
thast atharrachadh chum na staide glbrmhoir so, 
agus nach eil air an saoradh o ^n cuirp thalmh- 
aidh neo-thuigseach : ni mo tha mise bhi anns a' 
chorp an so an aghaidh an nith a tha mi nis' 
a' dearbhadh ; oir ged nach robh e buailteach 
do chrannchur coitcheann dhaoine, se sin am 
bks, gidheadh dh* fhuilig e leithid do dh' 
atharrachadh 's a bha ann an seadh co-ionnan 
ris; oir tha e air a dlieanamh spioradail, agus 
ged nach urrainn e nise ni 's mo fhulangno na 
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h-ainglean beannaichte a tha cuartachadh tiin- 
chioilna righ-chathach; gidheadh anns an staid 
iomlan shona so, cha *n urrainn mi innseadh na 
tha mi 'mealltainn uile ; ni mo tha f hios agam 
ciod an ni bhios fathast air a shealbhachadh 
leam, oir tha ar sonas an so daonnan nuadh. 

Epkenet, Ghuidh mi 'n sin air an fhaidh 
bheannaichte gu minicheadh e dhomh ann an 
tomhas beag na bha e*g rkdh, thaobh *s nacb 
robh mi tuigsinn cionnas a b 'urrainn sonas a 
bhi iomlan, agus gidheadh a' gabbail ri tuille 
leasachaidh ; oir, air an talamh, tha sinn gu 
coitcheaun am barail gu 'm beil an nith a tha 
coimblionta» uil'-iomlan. Tha mi *n dochas 
(arsa mise) nach bi na dh* f hebraicheas mi air a 
mheas mar iongantas faoin, ach a mhMn a chum 
*8 gu *m bi mo thuigse air a leasacbadh, aig nach 
eil fathasd ach beachd dhorch' air na nithe 
niamhaidh so. 

EliaL 'S e an t-aobhar araidh air son an 
robh thu air do thabhairt an so, chum is gu 'm 
biodh t-anam amharasach air a' shasachadh^agus 
do chreideamh neo-bhunailteach air a dhaigh- 
neachadh, le cead na Trianaide moire; agus, 
uime sin, bheirinn earail dhut fathast, ma dh' 
dhiiisgeas teagamh sam bith ann ad* inntinn 
gn *n dean thu aithnicht' e. Ach mu thim- 
chioll an teagaimh sin anns am beil thu, 
nach urrainn sonas a bhi iomlan, agus gidlieadh 
a' gabhail ri ath-leasachadh feumaidh mi inn 
geadh dhut, an uair a tha an t-anam agus an 



28 AN SAOGHAL A TA RI TEACHD : 

corp araon sona, mar a tha m* anani agu8 mo 
cliorps a nise, gu 'm beil mi 'ga mheas na staid 
iomlan shona : oir trid uilc linne do-aireamh 
na siorruidheachd, *s e gu 'm beil an t' anam 
agus an corp air an dlu-cheangal r'a ch6ile ann 
an staid bheannaichte na h*aiseirigh, a bhitheas 
na steigh bhunailteach do 'n t-sonas so. Acb^ 
mu tbimchioll cusbair beannaicht' an t-sonais 
ud, 's e an Dia beannaichte tha cliu-thoilteann- 
ach gu siorruidh, anns am beil sonas an 
t-seallaidh idhmhoirso a' co-sheasamh,agustba 
e gu siorruidh nuadh : oir air do'n iomlanachd 
neamhaidh a bhi neo-chriochnaichte, cha*n urr- 
ainn n' as lugha na bith-bhuantachd a bhi ni 's 
lebir chum an gloir f hoillseachadh, agus se so 
a tha toirt d' ar sonas a bhi gu siorruidh a' 
gabhail ri nuadh>leasachadh : agus air an 
aobhar sin is eigin d' ar n' eolas a bhi gu 
fi^iorruidh a' meudachadh mar an ceudna. 

Agus, uime sin^ cha b* ann gun aobhar a bha 
Abstol mor nan cinneach (a bh' ann an 
iaithibh a staide b^smhoir, aon uair air achead- 
achadh ann an so mar tha thus* a nis') a* daigh- 
neachadh, <' Naoh f haca siiil, nach cuala cluas, 
's nach urrainn e teachd ann an cridhe duine 
fi*a dh' ullaich Dia air son na muinntir sin a 
tha ga ghradhachadh." Agus gidheadh chunn> 
aic an t-suil iomadh nithe iongantach anns a' 
chruthachadh nidurach — chunnaic i beanntan 
de chlachan deah'ach, creagan de dhaoimeanan; 
chunnaic i meinean oir agus oirthireaii dv. 
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Deamhnaidean, agus eileanan spiosracli, agus 
gidheadh, an t- suit a chunnaic cho liutha iong- 
antas anns an t-saoghal shios cha b' urrainn i gu 
brkthainharc air gloir na staide buadhaiche so. 
Agus ged a chuala cluas duine iomadh s^irm 
fhonnmhor^ thaitneach, eadhon nah-uile nith a 
b*urrainn n^dur agus ealantachd a thoirt dha, 
gidheadh, ciia cbual e ricimh coimeas do na 
cheol a tha araon naoimh agus ainglean a' 
deanamh ann an so fa chbmhair na righ-chath- 
rach. Agus mar nach fhac an t-suil, is nach 
cual' a' chluas, mar sin cha 'n urrainn cridhe 
duine bhreathnachadh ; agus gidheadh cridhe 
an duine^ (obair ^raidh a Chruithear a tha uile- 
ghlic anns an inbhe bheag ud,) tha e air a 
dheanamh suas cho grinn agus cho innealta, is 
gu 'm breathnaich e ach beag ni sam bith a tha, 
bha, no bhitheas am feasd anns an t-saoghal 
shios, seadh, an ni nach bi gu siorruidh. *S 
urrainn duine a' dhealbh 'na inntinn gu 'm faod 
na h-uile clach a th' air an talamh a bhi air an 
tionndaidh gu n^mhnadan 6r-bhuidhe agus 
nah-uilefebirnein gu bhi nan usgraicheanspang- 
ach, soillseach: *s urrainn e smaointeachadh, 
gu'm faod gach smuirnean de 'n duslach a blii 
air an tionndaidh gu bhi 'nan airgead, agus an 
talamh uile gu bhi na mb *all iomlan de dh' br 
fior-ghlan — 's urrainn e a shaoilsinngu 'm bi an 
t ^ile air a thionndaidh gu bhi na chloich shoilU 
eir, agus na reuUtan uile gu bhi 'nan grianaibh ; 
agus na h-uile grian gn bhi mile cuairt ni 's mo 
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agus Di*s maisiche na tha e nise ga *m f haicinn : 
agus gidheadh tha sud uile a' tighiim gearr air 
na dh' ullaich a Mhbrachd bhith-bhuan, a tha 
do-thuigsinn 'na ghniomhan iongantach uile a 
nnn e daluchd-Ieanmhuinntreibh-dhireachfi§in. 

Ach a chuin 's gu 'n gi^idh thu air do 
tnheoghair 'a bheachd inntinn is fearr de ar 
sonas, (ars am fdidh) nochdaidh mi dhut ann an 
so gu h-aithghearr (oir, ged a bhiodh linntean 
air an caitheamh le bhi cuir an ceill na 
.laigheachd ro thaitneach so, 's gann bu leoir 
lad gus anUiomlan aithris) ciod e bho *m beil na 
h-anmannan beannaicht'a th' air an toirt an so 
trid cosnadh glormhor ar Fir-saoraidh, air an 
saoradh ; agus a chum 's gu 'n tuig thu e ni 's 
fearr, ni mi mo dhicheall chum mo bhriathran a* 
dheanamh so thuigsinn do chomasan t* inntinn, 
le bhi co-samhlachadh nithe a tha shuas ri 
uithe is aithne dhut air an talamh, ged a 
chunnaic do shuilean cho mor *s a tha nithe 
ueamhaidh a* toirt bharr thar ni sam bith a 
th' air an talamh. 

Agus, anns an dara h-aite, nochdaidh mi dhut 
(cho fad 's a ghiulanas comasaii t' inntinn) ciod 
e an sonas sin a tha a shiuagh beannaichte 
a* mealltainn ann an so. 

Air tuSy mar sin, tha anmannan na muinniir 
beannaichte a th' ann an so uile air an saoradh 
gu siorruidh o ni sam bith a dheanadh truagh 
iad (agus o n pheacadh ceannard agus aobhar 
gach truaighe mu nach eil thu aineorach^ oir is e 
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amli^in a tha toirt a' chreutair chum truaiglie, 
agus a tha ga dhlu-cheangal mu*n cuairt dha.) — 
Rinn an Dia beannaichte, an toiseach na h-uile 
ni sona? agus coltach ris fein, a tha gu 
h-ard-iomlansona; agus mar b' egu 'n dhubham 
peacadha mach maise na h*oibreach neamhaidh 
cha bhiodh f hios gu brath aig ainglibh no aig 
daoine ciod b i chiall de thruaighe. 'Se am 
peacadh a thilg na h-ainglean neo-bhunailteach 
si OS do dh'ifrinn, agus a mhill, mar an ceudna, 
sgiamh an t-saoghail : 's e am peacadh a dhubh 
a mach iomhaigh Dh^ de dh' anam an duine, 
agus a rinn mar an ceudna fear-riHghlaidh na 
cruitheachd 'na thrkill do ana-miannan fein ; 
agus le so a' dheanamh, thilg se e fein ann an 
cuan do tbruaigh shiorruidh o nach eil saoradli : 
agus mar sin is fior gur trbcair ro-luachmhor 
do luchdditichidh an ionad shblasaich so, gu'ni 
beil iad saor gu siorruidh o pheacadh, tre f huil 
losa ar Fearsaoraidh-ne ** Do 'n robh beann- 
achd, onair, cumhachd, glbir, agus moladh, 
bith.bhuan gu siorruidh." Air an talamh, tha 
na h-anmannan is naomha agus is fearr ag os- 
naich fo uallacli truailleachd, agus tha peacadh 
a dlu-leanmhuinn na h-uile ni a nidh iad, agus 
gu trie g' an treurachadh n* am braighdibh an 
aghaidh an toile. B'e '< c5 a shaoras mi," a 
glaodh iomadh de sh^irbhisich threibh-dhireach 
Dhe, agus a bh' anns a' cbeart uair ionmhuinn 
le losa. 



32 AM SAOGUAL A TA RI TEACHDI 

'S e am peacadh cnap-staraidh irhm uan 
naoinh fein, am fad 'sa tha iad an co-cheang- 
al r'an cuirp thruaillidh fheola ; agus uime 
sin an uair a leagas iad an cuirp do 'n duslach 
^irigh an anmannansuas mar eun airfhuasgladh 
o chliathan le beb spionnadh neamhaidh gus an 
tir bheannaichte so, a deanamh caithream os- 
ceann a* pheacaidh ris an robh iad do ghua 
a' gleachd air an talamh. Ach an so tha 
crioch air a chomraig ud, agus tha 'm ^' bas air 
a slugadh suas le buaidh," agus an so tha 
anmannan dealrach na h-aiteam a bha sa *n 
t-saoghal air an deanamh mi-dhealbhach leis 
a' pheacadh, air an tabhairt seachad le losa 
ta siorruidh beannaichte do 'n Athair bhith- 
bhuan, "gun smal gun phreasadh," 

Ach, anns an dara h-dite, — mar a tha na 
h-anmannan beannaichte tha 'n so air an saoradh 
o pheacadh, s' amhuil a tha iad mar an ceudna 
o gach aobhar peacaidh ; ni a tha na leasaeh- 
adh mbr d' ar sonas. Ged a bha Adhamh fi^in 
ann am Parras *na cheud chruthachadh iomlan 
sona, agus saor o pheacadh, gidheadh cha robh 
esaor o bhuaireadh a* pheacaidh, agus be sin a 
mhor mhi-shuaimhneas; fhuair an diabhol a 
staigh do Ph^rrais chum a bhuaireadh, agus gu 
dolasach gheill e d' a bhuairdhean : dh' ith e 
de 'n mheas thoirmisgt' agus thuit e ; agus do 
thaobh toradh an tuiteam sin, bha niidur an 
daine, agus a shiiochd uile mar an ceudna, 
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air an truailleadh : chnkmh am peacadh mar 
chnamhain n^dur an duine, agus thruaill e 'n 
cinne-daontia gu l^ir. 

Agus an truailleachd sin d' am beil na h- 
uil' anam bl^smlior a' tabhairt caidreamh *nam 
broilleach is ro-cbunnardach, agus is minig gur 
ro threun am buaireadair e : ach an so iha 
na h-uile anam beannaicht* air an saoradh 
uaithe sud. Cha 'n urrainn diabhol am buair. 
eadh *san ionad so, 's cha mho a gheibh truaill- 
eachd a* steach ann ; agus cha bhi ni sam 
bith air a cheadachadh an *so, ach na the 
naomh* agus fiorghlan ; cha chuir cagair chuil- 
bheartach an droch spioraid ud dragh sam bit) 
oirnn san ionad so : agus an leoghan beucac) 
sin, a tha daonnan gun fhois, agus a' gnk- 
shiubhal air aghaidh na talamhuinn, ag iarraidh 
cba dh-f haodase sgrios,tha e d'artaobh-ne 'san 
ionad bheannaichte so de bheatha agus de neo- 
bhas-mhorachd, air a cheangal dainghean ann 
an slabhraidhean bith-bhuan, agus air a dhruid- 
eadh ann am priosan ifrinneil fo dhiteadh chum 
dioghaltais teine siorruidh. Cha mho a bhith- 
eas an saoghal (a chaill a sgiamh le tuiteam an 
duine, ap:us a th' air claonadh gu bhi na bhiitli 
fhalmhachd agus dhiomhanais, a tha nise le 
'dhruigheachd agus le 'mhealltaireachd a' tarr- 
ainn mhiUtean chum l^irsgrios) 'na bhuaireadh 
tuille ni'smb,donahanmannan beannaicht* ud 
a fhuar buaidh air a chuilhheartan, tre chreid- 
eamh agus fhoighidean, agus a thainig sabhailt 
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an 80. Air cho ladair's a tha 'bhuairidheanagus 
a mhealltaireachd do nanaoimhfein,athafhath- 
ast a co-spkirn ris air an talamh, tha sinne a f h- 
uair sealbhair na li-ionadan neamhaidhag amh- 
arc le dimeas air gach uile sliochair talmh- 
aidh : tha sinn an so air faotainn os-ceann 
an t-saoghail agus os-ceann gach ni lets am 
faodadh e ar buaireadh : agus tre fuil ar Slkn- 
aighear buadhaeh f huar sinn buaidh orra sud 
mar tha na geugan so a tha sinn a' giulan a* 
dearbhadh. Cha 'n eil ni sam bith an so 
a chuireas dragh air ar sith ach tha s^mh- 
chair bhith-bhuan a' criinadh ar sonais uile air 
dhuinn a bhi saor o pheacadh agus o gach 
buaireadh peacach. Agus mar chomharr* air 
an sin. 

Anns an treas ditey tha sinn air ar saoradh o 
thoradh a* pheacaidh, agus *se sin peanas, fo 'm 
beil iadsan a tha fo chuibhrichean ann an 
ionadan dorcha na dorainn shiorruidh, ag osnaich 
gu brath mar an ni nach urrainn iad a ghiul- 
an^ ach fos, a dh-fheumas iad fhulang gu 
suthainn. *Se am peacadh a thug am bas a 
steach do 'n t-saoghal : agus le ard-chomhairl* 
nam flaitheas, is e ni sin a thuarasdal mar tha na 
h-uiie anam basmhor ga mhothadhadh ; ach 
trid buaidh Prionnsa na Beatha, Uain D6, 
a mharbhadh o bhunait an domhain, an Ti le 
'bhas, a f huair buaidh araon air a' bhas agus 
air-san aig an robh cumhachd a* bliais, oirmar a 
bha 'n diabhol a* dennamh gairdeachais thar 



NO 8EALLADH D£ NBAMH. 35 

peacadb, bas, agus ifrinn, mar sin tha peacadh. 
bas, agus ifrinn, air am fbgradh amach as an 
ionad so gu siorruidh ; air son am beil branan 
molaidh bith-bhuan agus caithreamach air an 
deonachadh gu siorruidh da ainm naomh-san. 
'Se so na nithe (ars am fkidh mor) o 'm beil 
sinne a th* anns an staid bheannaichte so air ar 
saoradh ; agusgidheadhcha'n'eil iadso a' dean - 
amh suas ach an earrainn.is lughade shonas nam 
flaitheas: tha n-ar n-aoibhneas dearbh-chinnt- 
each mar tha e diomhair, agus a nise nochdaidh 
mi dhut ciod iad na nithe ud anns am beil ar 
n' aoibhneas a' co-sheasamh. 

I. Tha sinn a* sealbhachadh an taisbean 
aidh mhbir an so, an sruth beannaichte agus 
uobar bith-biiuan ar solais uile: ach eha mho 
as urra' mis* a chur an e6ill ciod e, no 's urrainn 
creutairean criochnaichte nithe neo-crioch- 
nach a* thuigsinn ; ach a mhain gu 'm bell e 
gu bitheant a* soiilseachadh ar tuigse, agus a 
lionadh ar n-anmannan le aoibhneas do-labhairt 
agus Ikn de ghl6ir ; agus !e gradh cho laiste is 
nach urrainn ni 's lugha no' n t-Ughdar beann- 
aichte fein a shasachadh, 's air nach cuir bith- 
bhuantachd fein crioch ; se ath-sholus dealrach 
an Ikthaireachd dhiadhaidh, agus sruthan ro 
ard urramach glornihor de a mhathas, is beatha 
d' ar beatha, agus is anam d' ar n-anam, agus is 
flaitheas d' ar flaitheas ; agus se a tha toirt 
dhuinn a bhi beb, a bhi gradhachadh, a bhi 
seinn, agus a bhi tabhairt moladh siorruidh dha: 
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agus se a tha co-chumadh ar anmaDDan ri tomb- 
aigh bheannaichte fi§i n . A m feadh a tha na naoimh 
air an talamh a* siubbal chum na tire beannaichte 
sOt tha iad air an cumail suas re an turais le 
*ghairdeanan siorruidh-san, leis am beil ind air 
an deanamh comnsach do! o ghras gu gras ; 
ach tha sinne a r^inig gu tearruinte calla an 
t-s6Iais shiorruidh, " air ar n* atharrachadh o 
ghloir gu gloir, eadhon le Spiorad an Tigh- 
earna." Ach, chum nithe a' dheanamh ni's 
soilleire do d' thuigse, le bhi *g amharc aghaidh 
Dh6 mar so, tha fior cho-pairt agus s^albh 
againn air a ghrkdh, agus tha suilbhearachd a 
ghnuise beannaicht* a' deanamh ar n-anma subh. 
ach; agus 'na dheagh.ghean tha sinndaonnan a' 
deanamh gkirdeachais, oir *na dheagh.ghean- 
san tha beatha. Agus, mar sin, leis an t-sealladh 
bheannaichte so de Dhia, tha sinn air teachd 
chum ni's mb de dh* eulas fhaighinn air no 
fhuar neach dam bith air an talamh ; oir is e 
sealladh dhe-san a tha soillseachadh ar (uigse, 
agus "a tha tabhairt dhuinn soluis eblais glbire 
Dhe, ann an gniiis losa Criosd ;" air chor, is 
ged a tha e do-dheannta a Mhbrachd dhiadh- 
idh-san a bhreathnachadh (oir cb a tha comasach 
an t-Uile-chumhachdach a rannsachadh gu 
h-iomlan ?) gidheadh, tha tuigs* iomlan againn 
an so de anadur, agus deabhuadhandiadhaidh. 

II. Cha *n e amhain gu m beil againn an 
so an aislinsr admkor, leis am beil sinn ag 
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amharc Dhia mar a tha e, ach tha fior shealbh 
againn deth, agus thasinn 'ga mheaiitainn ; uime 
sin tha sinn air ar aonadh ris, agus beb ann*san, 
agus e-san annainne; agus air ar deanamh *nar- 
luchd co.pairt dhe a nkduir diadhaidh, a tha 
soillseachadh anuainn le dealradh ro bhoisgeil. 
Tha e flor gu 'ni beil na naoimh air an talamh 
a' sealbhachadh Dh^ na orduighean ; ach tha 
sinne uile 'ga shealbhachadh an so aghaidh 
ri aghaidh : air an talamh tha na naoimh a' 
sealbhachadh Dh^ ann an tomhas^ ach an so tha 
sinne 'ga mheaiitainn gun tomhas : tha aca-san 
Ikn beoil air uairean de a mhathas; ach tha ar 
sath againne, agus tha sinn a' snamh ann an 
cuan gun chrioch de shonas: tha cochomunn 
nan naomh ri Dia 'san t-saoghal gu trie air a 
bhristeadh, agus air kicheadh ; ach tha sinne 
gu bitheant' a' mealtainn Dh6 gun sgur. 

III. Ann an so tha sinn a' sealbhachadh iom 
anachd gach uileghrks: ach 'san t-saoghal cha 
n-eil na naoimh a* faicinn ach ann an cuid, no 
ga aithneachadh ach ann an cuid ; ach air 
dhuinne a bhi sealbhachadh sin a tha iomlan ; 
tha na bha neo-iomlan air a chaitheamh as : 
sa'n t-saoghal, thagradh air acho-mheasgadh le 
eagal, ngus tha eagal pianail ; ach an so, thn 
grkdh iomlan, agus tha gradh iomlan a' tilgeadh 
a mach eagail : 'tha sinn a* gradhachadh an D^ 
bheannaichte ni's mo na siim f^in, agus tha sinn 
a' gradhachadh a ch^ile mar sinn fein ; an so 
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is cloinn aon athar sinn gu I^ir, agus tha ar 
brkithrean uile co-ionmhuinn leinn : air an ta- 
lamh bha ar gr^dh roinnte, agus a* ruith ann an 
iomadh sruth-chlais ; ach tha ar gr^dh an so, 
'na aon sruth, a' ruith chum an Dia a tha 
siorruidh beannaichte, tobair ar sonais. Bha 
ar n-eolas, am feadh a bha sinn 'san t saoghal, 
ro neo-iomlan ; cha robh sinn a' faicinn ach gu 
dorch mar troimh sgdtftan briste, ach an 
so tha sinn a* faicinn Dhe mar a tha e, agus 
tha sinn 'g a aithneachadh mar tha sinn f§in 
air ar n* aithneachadh. Tha ar n' aoibhneas 
ann an so mar an ceudna foirfe ; ach air an 
talamh bha e air a bhristeadh le brbn agus le 
osnaich ; b' ^igin gu 'm biodh e mar sin, oir 
far am beil peacadh, bithidh brbn: ach air do'n 
pheacadh (aobhar gach doiigheis) a bhi air 
a chaithenmh ds, uime sin sguiridh gach uile 
bhron (toradh a pheacaidh,) ni-eadh ach tha ar 
dearbh bhrbn air son ar peacannan am feadh a 
bha sinn air an talamh (trid saibhreas ar 
Fearsaoraidh beannaichte,) a' meudachadh ar 
n'aoibhneas anis* air dhuinn a bhi 'n so. 

IV. Ann an so tha ar tuigse air an cur a'm 
farsuinneachd a r^ir meud nan cusbairean 
air am beil sinn a* beachdachadh : am feadh a 
bha sinn anns an t-saoghal, cha b' urrainn solus 
soillseachadh ann ar n' inntinn, ach trid uinn- 
eagan ar ceudfathan corporra, agus is ann air 
an aobhar sin a thoilich an Dia beannaichte 
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tighinn a nios clio iosal r' ar tuigse n^durrach agus 
cainnt a Mhorachd- san a dheanamh sc-thuigsinii 
do'r 'n inntinnean reusanta: ach an so tha 
sealleannan na Diadhachd ni's ro ghlbr- 
mhoire, agus tha ar n' inntinnean air a mion- 
ghlanadh o gach smuain f haoin tbalmhaidh a 
bha ruith troimh chlaisean salach ar motbaich- 
idh. 'San t-saoghal shios bha na barailean bu 
gblaine a bha againn mu thimchioli D^ ro 
neo-iomlan ; ach an so tha an t-6r eadar- 
dhealaichte on t.sal, agus tha ar beachd-smuain- 
tean ni 's iomchaidh agus ni 's freagarraiche 
ri aon-f hillteachd agus ri glaine Dh6. Air an 
talamh bha na cusbairean glbrmhor air an 
irioslachadh chum a bbi air am beaohdachadh 
le buadhan mothachaidh ; ach an so tha na 
ceud-fathan air an togail suas, air an glanadh, 
agus air an deanamh' nan cusbairean gibire. 
A nis, uime sin, do bhri 's gu 'm beil an solus 
neamhaidh a' soiliseachadh le boisgeanau soill- 
ear, agus cbmhdaich' an tiugha na feola air an 
deanamh spioradail, agus fior-dhealrach^ tha'n 
t-anam a'faighinnnan seallainean is soilleire de 
Dhia. Tha sinn a nis* a' faicinn na bha sinn 
roimhe a' creidsinn mu thimchioli nJLduir 
glbrmhor an Dia uile-bheannaichte, agus mu 
thimchioli a reachdan, a chomhairle, a f hreas- 
dal, agus frithealadh a f hreasdail. Tha sinn 
an so a* faicinn gu soilleir, gu 'n robh Dia o 
bhith-bhuantachd 'na bhith iomlan, ach gun 
bhi aonarach) agus nach eil an diadhachd ^ 
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ordugh an aonaidh, no roinnte aun &«i 
aireamh : agus nach eil barrachd urraim a 
measg pearsannan diadhaidh na Trionaide 
do-labbairt, ach gu 'm beil sealbh co-ionnan 
aca, agus an aon tomhas de 'n oirdhearcas 
dliiadliaidh, agus de 'n aon rioghachd neamh. 
aidh, agus nan cusbairean co-airigh air an 
aon naomh-aoradh. Tha slighean Dh^, a 
niheas sinne do-rknnsaichte agus mi-laghail 
r'ain fiosrachadk air talamh, againn an so gu 
soilleir foV beachd, leis an dearbheachd is ro 
chinntiche, gur e toradh a' ghliocais dhiadhaidh 
a th' ann, seadh cho soilleir is nach urrainn an 
f hirinn f^in a bhi ni's cinntiche. 

'S e na nithe so (ars am faidh le caochla 
gutha) cuid de na nithibh a tha deanamh suas ar 
sonais. 

Fos,'s ann a tha na nithe so uile a*toirtcunnt- 
as mu thimchioll ar n' anmanan : ach cha bhi 
sonas luchd-aitichidh an ionad bheannaichte 
so ioinlan, gus am bi an cuirp air an togail 
suas, agus air an ath-aonadh r'a nanmanan ; an 
so f huar Enoch beannaichte agus mi fi6in barr- 
achd urraim shonraichte, tre mathas D^ air 
dhiuinn bhi air ar giulan an so anns a' cholainn 
mar chomharradh do *n t-saoghal, araon 
roimh thighinn agus an deigh na dile, air ais- 
eirigh Mhic Shiorruidh ionmholta Dh^,agus nan 
naomh uile trid.san. 

A Mse, do bhri nach robh aon neach ach 
am Mesiah mbr da rireadh air an togail o na 
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mairbh, air dha san a bhi 'na clieud thoradh o 
na mairbh, (oir, air son Enoch agus mi fi§in, cha 
b' aithne d* ar cuirp am bas, ged a dh* atharr- 
achadh iad air modh co-ionnan ris), tha e uime 
sin, ro dbiomhair r' a aithris cia mar a bhitheas 
e ann an staid na h-ais-^irigh, do-bhri gu 'm 
beil e gu bhi air a bhreathnachadh a mhain ann 
an iomlanachd, o chorp glormhor Chriosd, ris 
nach eil ni's mb corp Enoch na mo chorp-sa gu 
bhi air an skmhlachadh thaobh a ghloir-san, 
ged a tha iad araon 'nan cuirp spioradail^ de'n 
nochd mi dhut a nis' am buadhan fa-Ieth. 

I. Bithidh cuirp na muinntir bheannaichte 
a tha 'n so, aig an ais eirigh, mar a tha mo 
chorp-sa nise, 'nan cuirp spioradail ; agus air 
dhut cha 'n e a mhain a bhi ga 'm fhaicinns' 
ach mar an ceudna a' buintinn rium (an so b' e 
toil an fhaidb naomh a Ikmh shineadh dhomh), 
faodaidh tu a bhi ni 's comasaich gu thuigsinn 
ciod a tha mi ciallachadh le corp spioradail: 
88 sin, corp air a mhion-ghlanadh o gach uile 
shalchar agus truailleachd, agus air a dheanamh 
'na chorp fior-ghlan, 's gidheadh corporra, agus 
cha n-ann air a dheanamh suas de ghaoith no 
do dh' kile, mar a tha muinntir bhasmhor an 
t-saoghail gu mearachdach a' smaointeachadh. 

EpheneL An so ghuidh mi air an fhkidh 
naomha gun giiilanadh e learn ann an leigeadh 
ris dha gu 'n robh mi gu bitheanta 'm baireal 
gu'n robh spioradalachd calg-dhireach an agh- 
aidh corporrachd, agus uime sin gu 'm beil corp 
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spioitdau gun tairbh, 'us mar sin nach moth- 
aichoar e le Ikimhseachadh, mar tba mi nis' a* 
tuigsinn gu 'm mothaich. 

Eliah. Fbreagair am f^idh, ag radh, gu'n 
ro an cuirp.sa spioradail, cha'n ann amhkin mar 
a bha iad air an glanadb o gach uile thruaill- 
eachd, acb mar a bha iad, mar an ceudna, air 
am bcathachadh le a bhi mealltainn Dh6, gun 
urachadh tarbhach sam bith, mar a tha biadh^ 
deoch, cadal, no aodach, leis am beil na cuirp 
thalmhaidh air am beathachadh. Nach do leugh 
thu (ars am faidh) gu'n do thaisbein losa beann- 
aicht' anns a' cholainn, an deigh ais eirigh, d' a 
dheisciobluibh, an uair a bha iad cruinn cuid- 
eachd ann an sebmar, agus na dorsan duint' 
orra? ni tha gu soilleir a*dearbhadh spioradal- 
achd a chuirp-san; agus gidheadh gbairm e 
air an abstol Tomas tighinn agus a laimU a 
shineadhy agus a cuir 'na thaobh, ni a tba gu 
soilleir a' dearbhadh dhuinn gu 'm beil a chorp- 
san corporra. 'S ann air an taisbean bheann- 
aichte a tha araon ar anmanan agus ar cuirp 
bheb, air an cumail suas, ann an so gu siorruidh. 

II. Bithidh ar cuirp anns an ais-eirigh neo- 
bhasmhor, agus neo-chomasach air bksachadh : 
's an t-saoghal shios, tha 'n cuirp uile bksmhor, 
a' caitheamh ds agus a' dol a dhUh, agus tha iad 
gach tiota buailteach do bhi air am pronnadh 
'nan duslach ; ach an so bithidh ar cuirp 
neo-thruaillidh agus air an saoradh o 'n bhas 
gu siorruidh ; oir <* cuiridh ar truailleachd neo< 
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thruailleachd oirre, agus bithidh basnihorachd 
air a shlugadh suas le beatha." 

Ephenei. Dh' iarr mi nis* air an fhaidh giiil- 
an ]eam am feadh a bhithinn ag innseadb mo 
bhairealan fein mu' n chuis sin. 

Eliah Abairromhad; oir iha mise ullamh 
chum do theagamh a ghluasad. 

Ephenei' Dh' f hoghlum mi (arsa mise) o na 
sgriobturan naomha gur buaidh neo-bh^mhor- 
achd a bhuineas do Dhia a mbiin, agus cba 'n 
ann dodbaoine, gu h-araidh do chuirp dhaoine, 
on tba f6in-fiosrachadh gach latha a' ieigeadh 
ris dbuinn gu 'm beil $inn b^smbor. Uime 
sin, tba Pol ag innse do Thimoteus, '' gur ann 
aig Dia a mhain a tba neo-bhasmhorachd/' 

Eliah. An uair a tba mi 'g rddh gu 'm beil 
cuirp an t-sluaigh bheannaicbt' an so neo-bbas- 
nihor, *s ann mu tbiomchioU an cuirp ann an 
staid na b-ais-eirigb a tami labhairt,a mach uaitbe 
sin cba n.eil iad buailteacb do'n bbas ni's mo; 
tba 'n duine, ann an staid thruaillidh bksmhor, 
agus buailteacb do 'n bhas; agus cba n-eil ni 
sam bitb ni 's soiileire dbaibb-san tba a chomb- 
naidb 's an t-saogbal no gu'm beil e mar sin, 
agus tba eadbon cuirp nan anmanna beann- 
aichte a tba 'n so air an gloracbadh anns a' 
cbeart am air an cumail fo cbumbachd a' Lbkis. 
Ach ann an staid na h aiseirigb, an uair a 
bhitheas iad air an togail suas a rithist, an sin bitb> 
idb iad neo-bhasmhor. Agus mu'n ni bba 
thu a* dearbhadh o na sgriobturan, gur ann aig 
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*< Dia f6in amhain a tha neo-bhks-inhorachd." 
tha e ro cheart : oir is esan a tha gu ro shoiil- 
ear agus gu ro f hreagarrach mar sin ; do 
bhrigh nacb eil creutair, eadhon duine no aing- 
eal, ann an seadh iomlan, a tha mar sin ach e 
f6iu a mhMn. Tha sinne neo-bhasmhor trid a 
ghrais, agus a deagh-ghean-san ach tha Dia 
neo-bhksrahor 'na bhith, agus bha e mar sin o 
uile bhith-bhuantachd ; agus anns a t-sendh 
sin, is math a dh-faodar a r^dh gur ann aige- 
san a mh4in ** a tha neo-bhasmhorachd.'* Agus 
uime sin cha bhi e neo -fheumail dhuts' an aire 
'thoirt; ge be sam bith ni a tha Dia^ gu 'm 
beil e mar sin gu ro shoilleir, agus gu ro 
f hreagarrach ; agus 's ann a thaobh sin a dubh- 
radh mar an ceudna mu thimchioll, Gur 
^< Easan a mhkin a tha naomh," agus nach ** eil 
a h-aon math ach Dia," cha n eil a h-aon 
ionraic, cha n-eil a h-aon trbcaireach ach Esan : 
do 'n robh beannachd, agus gloir, agus 
urram, agus moladh, gu brath agus gu brkth." 
Epkenei, Tha aon ni eile ann am bheachd 
do 'm bu mhath leam freagradh f haotainn, agus 
se sin, air dhomh fhaicinn nach eil a haon 
sam bith eile a f huair cead teachd do 'n 4ite 
so, anns a' chorp, ach a mhain thu fi§in agus am 
faidh Enoch, a tha thu *g radh a dh-fhui)ig 
caochla co-ionnan ris a' bhas, ach gidheadh 
nach do bhksaich ; ciod an dearbheadh a th* 
agadsa gu *m bi cuirp an t-sluaigh bheannaicht', 
a tha nise fo chumhachd a' bhais air an togail 
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a nthist', oir tha mi a' faicinn gu 'm beil iad 
glormhor^ beannaichte, agus sona as eugmhais 
an cuirp, agus mar nach biodh feum ac' orra, 
's cian o chnamh agus a chaith iad 'nan 
uaighean: ach tha mi'm baireal gure 'ndearbh- 
achd is mo agus is soilleire a th' air a phuing 
so, gu 'm beil losa a tha siorruidh beannaichte 
Uan gun smal Dhe, a bha gu cinnteach agus 
gu 'n teagamh raarbh, " a nise beo, agus gu'm 
bi e beb gu siorruidh." 

Eliak. Chuir am faidhe stad air mo chbradh, 
agus thubhairt e Ciod an dearbhachd na*s 
mb na sin bu mhath leat iarraidh ? 

EpheneL 'S e na th' agam r a radh mu'n 
ni sin, so, nach f haca corp losa bheannaichte 
riamh truailleachd ; agus nach mo dh'eirich 
iieach sam bith eile, a chunnaic riamh truaill- 
eachd gu beatha agus neo bhasmhorachd. 

Eliah. Fhreagair am f^idh mi rithist,ag radh, 
ged a tha e fior nach do thachair a leithid sin 
gidheadh tha 'n aiseirigh a cheart cho cinnteach 
do 'n chorp s a tha gtorachadh an anma a ais' : 
oir mar a bhasaich an t-Iosa beannaichte na 
phearsa fotlaiseach, is amhuil sin a dh-^irich e 
rithist; agus uime sin a dubradh gur easan 
*' an ceud toradh o na mairbh,** is esan ceann 
na h-Eaglais, agus cha 'n urrainn e bhi coimh- 
liont'as eugmhais a' chuirp,ngus bithidh a chorp 
(se sin) na naoimh air an togail suas a r^ir 
brduigh-san, gu bhi maille ris gu siorruidh. 
Bithidh an cuirp air a mosgladh as an cadal 
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mkrbh, agus, mar a bha mi cheaiia 'toirt fain- 
ear, air an ath bheothachadh chum beatha 
ghlbrmhor neo-bhksmhor : tha *n corp na 
earrainn f heumail de *n duine, mar a tha 'n 
t-anam ; agus ged nach eil iad idir coimeas 
ann an oibre naomha, gidheadh tha 'n co-aon- 
achd ro f heumail. Thaefior, anns an t-saogh- 
al gu 'n robh gniomharran math air an sonrach- 
adh le run agus comhairr an anma, ach bha 
iad air an coimhlionadh le cbmhnadh a' chuirp ; 
agus do brigh sin tha gach gris 'ga nochdadh 
fiinann an gniomharran faicsinneach. Ann am 
bron an aithreachais bha deoir air an sileadh 
leis na siiilean corporra ; ann am breth-buidh- 
eachais bha 'n teanga air a cleachdadh ann am 
moladh Dh^ : agus gach buaidh a f huaradh 
leis an anam, os-ceann gach toil-inntinn pheacach 
air talamh, 's ann ann an co-chomunn ris a' 
chorp a bhuadhaich e orra. Agus an urrainn 
thusa a shaoilsinn (ars am faidh) gu 'm buin 
an Dia mor mhathasach riu cho ieth-bhreith- 
each is gu 'm biodh an t-anam gu siorruidh 
sona, agus an corp air a thilgeadh air 
chiil gun suini : a h-aon dhiu air a ghlor 
achadh anns na flaitheas, agus an taon eile 
a' fanntainn anns an duslach ? O 'n thoisich 
iad an turas 'san t-saoghal, gus an deach 
an corp 'san uaigh, ruith iad an reise araon 
an co-chuideachd a' ch^ile agus uime sin 
sealbhaichidh iad araon an aon duais. Ad 
jair a bhitheas crun fireanteachd agus gioiriH 
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dir a thabhairt dhaibh-san a tha beannaicht', 
air an latha mhor, ann an sealladh gach uile 
shiuaigh, co-shealbhaiehidh araon an t-anam 
agus an corp an aon urram. Agus tha mi 
creidsinn (ars* am faidh,) gnr leoir na thubh- 
airt mi riut, chun) 's nach cuir thu 'n teagamh 
tuilleadh, staid a'chuirp aig an ais-eirigh. 

Ephenet. Fhreagair mi am faidh, ag radh, 
nach robh mi a cuir an teagamh ni sam bith 
tuilleadh mu 'n phuing sin. Agus dh' iarr mi 
air dol air aghaidh chum abhi nochdadh gloir a 
chuirp ann an staid na h-ais-eirigh. Mar sin 
chaidh e air adhart, ag radh : — 

Eliah, Dh* innis mi dhut cheana gu 'm bi 
cuirp na muinntir bheannaichte neo-bhismhor; 
ach gidheadb, cha 'n urrainn iad a bhi cho 
neo bhksmhor, ri Dia, a tha mar sin air modh 
cho soilleir agus cho freagarrach, is gur math 
a thug thu fainear ^^ gur esan a mhain aig am 
bheil neo-bhasmhorachd ;'' cha mho a tha 
na h-ainglean beannaichte neo-bhasmhor, a 
th* air an crutbachadh neo-chorporra, ach 
chruthaicheadh an duine basmhor, agus 's 
ann trid ceannach an Fhir shaoraidh bheann- 
aichte, agus ath.nuadhachadh na h-iomhaigh 
dhiadhaidh a tha e air a dheanamh neo-bhks- 
mhor. Ni mo tha 'n neo-bhas-mhorachd a 
cheannaicheadh mar so air ar son-ne, coltach 
ri Deo*bhk8>mhorachd nan spiorad a thuit o 'n 
ceud staid, oir tha iadsan neo-bhasmhor mar an 
ceudna; ach tha 'n neo-bhksmhorachd-san do 
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ghne a tha toirt cudthrom ro anabarrach do 
thruai^jhe; agus th;i e na mhaliaohd cho m6r 
dhaibh, 'us gu 'n duirigeadh iad m\le do 
mbiltean uair gii *m biodh iad air an caitheamb 
as: acb se an neo-bbasmorachd bbeannaichte 
a tha sinn a' mealltainn, sonas nam flaitbeas, 
ngus se a tha toirt dhuinn lan-dearbhadb, gu 
*m bi sinn a* mealltainn, trelinne na siorruidb- 
cachd an sonas a* tha sinn a nis' a'sealbhacb- 
adb, agus uime sin, 's ceart a ghoirear dheth 
an neo-bbasmhorachd ghlormhor. 

III. Tha cuirp an t sluaigh bheanaichte a 
th'anns anionadso, a' sealbhacbadhsochaireile, 
agus 's e sin nach comasacb gu 'm fuilig iad 
doilgbeas sam bith, oir tha iad air an saoradb 
o gach ni o 'm faodadh iad fulang: 's an 
t-saoghal shios tha cuirp nan naomb fi^in gu 
minig 'nan pkilliunan Ian de thruaighe; no 
mar thaigb-eiridinn) Ikn de ghalairean. a tha 
gu coitcheann a' deanumb bais ni's roghnaiche 
leo na beatba Cia cho trie 's a tha daoine matha 
fein air am pianadb gu geur le galar-nan-alt, 
agus air an claoidh gugoirt leis a' ghalar-fhuail, 
agus le iomadh galar craiteach eile ? Mar sin, 
ged a bhiodh iad Ikn de gach ni v\a an can 
daoine bksmhor beannachdan aimisireil, gidh- 
eadh,thaiadsud uile air an deanamh ro shearbh 
dhaibh, leis na galairibb pianail ud a tha 'nan 
cuirp. Agus far nach eil a leithid so do 
chruaidh chasaibb, 'us ann an uair a tha cuirp 
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dhaoine slainteacli fallain, laidir, agus beothail 
sunntach, tlia iad gu trie buailteach do chruaidh- 
chisibh eile, mar a tha acras, padhadh, fuachd, 
agus nochdachd ; nithe a ta deanamh am Mentha 
ro mhi'Shuaimhneach dhaibh : tha iad gu triC) 
an sud, air an druideadh suas ann am priosanan, 
agus air am muchadh eadar ballachan cloiche, 
mar gu *m biodh iad air an tiodhlaiceadh beb, 
agus mar dhaoine air an di-chiiimneachadh 'san 
t-saoghal ; nithe, an uair a bheir sinn fanear 
gu 'm faod sinn a thuigsinn gu 'm beil am 
beatha ro shearbh dhaibh, fad an cuairt air 
thalamh. Ach cha *n eil a leithid sud de 
dh* uilc a buntainn rinne, 's an ionad shoU 
asach so: oir cha'n urrainn mallachd sam bith 
teachd diu dhuinn ; oir is ann mar mhallachd" 
an tha iad sud uile, do bhrigh 's gur ann de 
toradh a' pheacaidh iad. Tha mo chorp sa 
'nis neo chomasach olc sam bith fhulang, o 
pheacadh, no bho dhorainn; agus tha e, tre 
gr^ Mac Beannaichte Dh^ a nise na ionad 
tasgaidh araon de sholus agus de ghlbir; agus 
's amhail a bhitheas cuirp nan naomh uile mar 
an ceudna ann an staid ath-chrutharchte na 
h-aiseirigh. Agus tha so ga mo thoirt air m' 
aghaidh chum a' cheathramh sochair a' chur 
an ceil! leis am bi ar cuirp gu siorruidh air am' 
beannachadh. 

IV. Tha sonas eile a bhitheas ar cuirp a* 
mealtainn, mar an ceudna, ann an staid bhean- 

D 
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naichte na h-ais-eirigh, agus 's e sin, gu 'm bi 
iad, lan-nihaiseach agus cha 'n i so idir aou 
dhe na sochairibh is lugha ; do thaobli nach eil 
ar cuii^ air an talamh, iicli 'nan cuirp shuarach, 
ag aomadh chum truailleachd 's an uaigh, tha 
ar febil a' cnkinh agus na Ion do na cnuiinhean 
o 'm beil boladh grkineil breun ag ^irigh ; 
cha n eil iad anns an t' seadh is fearr, ach 
ua'n taighean creadha, agus aig am beil an 
st^igh anns an duslach : ach an so bithidh 
<^ air modh eile ; oir bithidh cuirp nan naomh 
air an saoradh o'n anmhuinneachd ueo-chiont- 
ach sin a bha neo-dhealaichte ri Adhamh ann 
am Parrais, oir be gu 'n robh anam air aonadh 
r' a chorp a thug bheatha mhothachail nadurra 
dhasan, a bha gu bitheanta a' ruith seachad, agus 
mar sin a bha daonnan feumach air urachadh 
chuma bheatha chumail suas ann an neart. Ach, 
anns an staid bheannaichte so, bithidh an corp 
air a dheanamh spioradail ann am bhuadhan, 
agus bithidh bed-bhith na beatha air a chumail 
suas le cumhachd miorbhuileach an Spioraid as 
eugmhais beathachadh faicsinneacli sam bith; 
'us cha n e sin a mhain, ach soillseichidh 
gloir bhunailteach neosheargte annta, a bhith- 
eas moran ni's 6irdhearc na greadhnachas 
suarach neo-sheasmhach an t-saoghail, agus 
maise na febla ; agus bithidh iad air an 
deanamh coltach ri corp glorrahor Chriosd, a 
chruth-atharraicheas ar corp diblidh chum an 
deanamh coltach r* a chorp ghiormhor fein ; 
agus ni e so ie mhor^chumliachd, leis am 
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beil e coinasach na huile nithe a thoirt gu 
umhlachd dha f§in. 

A mhaise ro-urraraach birdheirc so, a cliuir- 
eas e air a' chorp, s e obair a limhan fein a 
bbios ann : agus far an cuir an t-Uile-cumh- 
achdach a laimh, cha n-eil ni sam bith- 
do-dheanta. Oir tha e cho comasach do'n Dia 
Uile-chumhachdach, a mhais' oirdhearc so a 
chuir air a' chorp ann an inbh ardaichte, agus a 
thoirt gu staid ghlbrmhor neo-bhksmhor sa 
bha e dha a dhealbh air tus anns a' bhroinn. 

V. 'S e cuid eile dhe ar sonas, gu *m bi 
ar cuirp bebthail, lughor, air chor *s gu 'n 
gliiais iad le luathas dobhreathnaichte. Bha 
ar cuirpe, nm feadh a bha sinn anns an t-saogh- 
al shios, 'nam millthroma, agus 'nan luchd d'ar 
n-anmaibh ; ach *nan staid ardaichte bithidh iad 
air dhbigh eile, oir bithidh iad coltach ri carb- 
adau Aminadab; agus gluaisibh iad moran ni's 
luaithe na'n eunlaith ann an speuran neimh. 

VI. 'S e ni eile, anns am bi ar sonas a 
co-sheasamh ann an tomhas mor an so gu 'm 
bi ar cuirp ann an staid ath-cruthaichte na h- 
aisirigh (mar tha mo chorp sa nise) fior-ghlan , 
agus is sochair ro urramach so ; oir ged a 
bhiodh gach uile shochair eile a chaidh 
ainmeachadh, neo-bhasmhorachd, spioradal- 
achd, neo-bhuailteach do fhulangas, maiseal- 
achd, agus lughorachd againne, gidheadh, 
na 'm biodh iad peacach mhilleadh e gacH 
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sochair dhiu sud, agus bbitbeadh na tha sinn 
a* sealbhachadh d* a shonas amis na b-ionadan 
glorrabor so, air an truailleadb, na 'm b' 
urrainn peacadb a* tbigbinn a steacb annta. 
Acb *s ann a tba e an ceart agbaidb sud, oir 
*s e ar gloir gu 'm bi ar dearbb cbuirp fior- 
gblan, agus cba bbi am ball is lugba de smal 
a' pbeacadb idir orra. Is fior gu 'in beil 
cuirp nan naoinb *s an t-saogbal sbios air an 
lucbdacbadb leis a* plieacadb, agus air an 
ribeadb le buairidbean, air chor 's gu 'm beil 
iad a glaodliacb amacb, <^ Ocb, as duine truagb 
mi ! CO a sbaoras mi o chorp a' bbais so ?" 
Acb an so meallaidb iad saorsa gblormbor do'n 
cuirp, air son am beil iad a nis' a feitbeamb gu 
foigbidneacb an sud. 

VII. Agus anis' co-dhunaidb mi le a bbi *g 
innse dbut gu 'm bi cuirp nan naomb> ann an 
staid na b-aiseirigb* nan cuirp gbl6rmbor — cbo 
glbrmbor is gu *m bi iad ro-cboltacb ri corp 
glormbor ar Fear-saoraidh beannaicbte ; mar 
a tba na sgriobturan ag innseadb, agus mar an 
ceudna an dbigb air am bi sinn air ar n-atb- 
arracbadb. 'S e Uan glbrmbor Db^, losa 
beannaicbte, a db' atbarraicbeas ar cuirp 
tbruaillidb, agus gbr^ineil, agus a ni iad col- 
tacb r' a cborp glbrmbor f6in ; *8 ann le 'cbumb- 
acbd-san a bnitheas cuirp nan naomb, a cbuir- 
eadb ann an truailleacbd agus ann an eas-urrani 
air an togail ann an gloir ; agus deklraidh iad 
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'san ais-eirigh an rioghachd ghlormhor an 
Athar ni 's dealraiche na ghrian. 

Agus mar so, a mhic (ars' am filidh mbr,) 
nochd mi dhut gu h-aith-ghearr far am beil 
gibir agus sonas na staide beannaichte so, tha 
sinn a' mealltain, a co-sheasamh. Cha n-e 
gu'n d' aithris mi a* mile earrann de na dh* 
f haodadb a bhi air iomradli, *s cha mho a thuig- 
eadh tus e, ged a dheanainn-sa iomradh air, 
oir tha sinn a' sealbhachadh nithe ann an so, 
mar a' clack gheaU agus an i-ainm nuadh, 
nacb fhios de neach sam bith eo iad. aci^ 
iadsan amhain a tha d'a mealtainn. 

Epkenet. Air do 'n f haidh sgur do labhairt 
thug mi taing dha air son an f hiosrachaidh 
a thug e dhomh ; agus thubhairt mi ris, ged a 
bha mi neo-chomasach (air dhomh a bhi air mo 
chbmhdachadh le brat cho tiugh agus cho neo- 
ghlan de dh' f heoii) na nithe a chuala mi a 
thuigsinn uile, no idir na chunnaic mi aithris, 
gidheadh, gum faca agus gu'n cuala mi ni bu 
lebir air son dearbhadh a thoirt dhomh gu 
siorruidh mu oirdhearcas agus cinntichead na 
nithe neamhaidh, a tha cho liutha's nnt-saoghal 
shios a' cuir an teagamh, agus cho tearc a 
creidsinn. Ach na biodh miothlachd air mo 
Thigearna (ars mise ris an f haidh,) ma dh'iarras 
mi freagradh ann am beagan nithe fathast. 

Eliah, Labhair ; agus ni mise mo dhichioll 
air do Ikn thoileachadh. 

EpheneL 'Se 'cheud ni a b'aill laam fhoidh- 
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neachd(arstnise)cionDasis urrainn a*mhuinntir 
bhcannaichte a tW arm an so (nach p\\ arh nan 
creutairean criocbnaichte, ged a tlia iad mar 
so air an gloracbadli) beachd-inntinn cbo iom- 
Iknabbiacado'n Trionaid a thado-rannsaichte, 
agus neo-chriocbnaichte, 'us gu 'n aitbnich 
iad e *' ambuil mar a tba sinn f^in air ar n' 
aithneacbadh,*' m'ar dhearbb thu dhomn 
cbeana, mar do thog mi mearachdacb tbu tre 
'm aineolas ? 

Eliah. Ann an labhairt mar sin riut, cha 
do dhearbb mi dhut ach na tba do r^ir nan 
sgriobturan ; oir db' innseadb le abstol nan 
cinneacb, ann an laitbibh fbeola dbaibh^san 
a bba san am ag kiteacbadh an domhain, 
'* nach fbac iad ach gu dorch mar troimh 
ghlaine" — ach anns na b-ionadan dealrach so 
'' gu 'm faiceadb iad e agbaidb ri aghaidh ;" 
's an am sin nach b' aithne dha fein ach ann an 
cuid, ach an uair a thigbeadh e do'n aite so, '' gu 
'u aithnicbadh e eadbon mar a bha aithne air a 
ghabbail air f^in." Ach, a mhic (ars am faidh) 
cha n-eil na briathran so gu bhi air an tuigsinn 
do reir seadh lom na iitreach, oir 's co math 
dh' faodadh a* ghrian, a tba toirt soluis do'n 
t-saoghal, a bhi air a combdacbadh le srad de 
thein^ 's a dh' faodadh an Dia a tba neo- 
chriocbnach do rannsaichte, a bhi air a bbreith- 
nachadh leis an inntinn criocbnaichte a tba 
againne : ach fada os-ceann na seallaidhean is 
soilleir' a tba so-dheannta dhuinne fhaotainn de 
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Dhia, ^idheadh tha Unachd fhoirfeachd, air 
nach ruig eolas nan spiorad dealrach, giormhor, 
is rn.fhoghlumte tha ghnk a* feitheamh 'na 
righ-chathrach ; agus, uime sin, tha 'm facal 
sin, <* mar a tha sihn air ar n' aithneachadh/' 
a thug dhuts ceannfath, a sheadh fheoraich 
dhiom-sa, gu bhi air a thuigsinn mar cho- 
samhlachd a mhain, tha solus dorch na coinnle 
a soillseachadh cho cinnteach ri solus dealrach 
na gr^ine ; ach cha 'n eil iad co-ionnan ann an 
greadhnachas. Agus, uime sin, se an t-iomlan 
do ni's urrainn mis' a radh mu na phuing so, gu 
'm beil eolas agHinne 'san aite so cho iomlan 
air an Dia bheannaichte 'sas comasach de 
cnreutairean cruthaichte fhaotainn, no iarr- 
aidh le'n cridhibh. 

EpheneL Thug mi an sin taing do *n f&idh 
mhbr, ngus thuirt mi ris gu 'n tug a fhreagradh 
Ian riarachadh dhomh ; agus gu 'm faca mi 
nach e a mlikin f liillinn a blii na 'm thuigse, a 
thug orm an dragh a chuir air. 

Eliah. Tha thu fathast ann am mearachd 
mu thimchioll na staid* anns am beil mis, ars 
am Htidh ; oir cha 'n eil trioblaid no a leithid 
idir an so ; cha 'n urrainn e a bhith : oir se 
•d bhi craobh-sgaoileadh eolas an D6 a tha siorr- 
uidh beannaichte, agus a' nochdadh a bhuadhan 
oirdheirc dealrach bith-bhuan, agus a' foill- 
^achadh a ghloire tha, agus a bhitheas a' toirt 
an toileachas-inntinn agus an tlachd is m6 do n 



56 AN SAOGHAL A TA RI TBACHD ' 

t-sluagh bheannaichte a tha 'n so ; tre iinnteaK 
do-aireamh na siorruidheachd. 

EpheneL An sin, dh* innis mi do 'n fhaidh 
riaomh' le aoidh earbsach am ghnuis, gu'n 
robh ceist eile agam f hathast d* am bu mhatli 
leam freagradli fhaighinn uaithe. 

Eliah. Abair air t-adiiaidh agus bheir mise 
freagradh dhut. 

Epkenet. Chunnaic mi am measg a mhor 
aireamh de dh' anmannan beannaicht' air an 
deach mi seachad, mar a bha m' f heariuii ga'm 
threbrachadh gii so, cuid a bha soillseachadh 
'nam bheachd-sa ni bu roshoilleire no cuid eile; 
ngus a thaobh so 'se mo dhurachdfhiosracliadh 
am beil no nach eile, eadar-dhealachadh inbhe 
am nieasg an t-sluaigh bheannaicht' a th' ann 
an gloir. 

Eliah. Se gradh do Dhia, agus eo-chomunn 
ris, is ceannfkth do 'n t-sonas agus do 'n 
ghloir a tba 'n sluagh beannaicht' a tha 'n so 
a* mealtainn ; agus se a ghnuis kdhmorsan, 
mar a thuirt mi roimh, an tobar bhith-bhuan 
o 'm beil e sruthadh. Mar is mo a chi sinn, 
*s ann is mo ar grkdh : agus tha gradh a co- 
chumadh ar anmannnn ri gnd beannaichte cus- 
bair a ghraidh: agus is anL uaithe sin a tha ar 
gluir ag ^irigh : agus feumaidh e bhith gu'n 
dean sin eadar-dhealachadh Inbheachd an glbir 
Cha n-e gu *m beil cion graidh do Dhia 
ann an neach sam bith do 'n t' sluagh bheann- 
aichte an so, oir tha sin do-dheanta: oir cha n- 
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eil aon anam am measg luchd-aiteachaidh beann- 
aichte an ionad dhealraich so, nach eil a' cliiitli- 
achadh agus a' gradhachadh.an Dia a ta siorr- 
uidh beannaichte Ic 'n uile chumhachd agus 
le uile bhuadhan anma. Ach gidheadh, do 
bhrigh 's gu 'm beil eadar-dhealachadh cumh- 
achd agus bhuadhan ann feumaidh an gradh, 
agus an gloir a bhi mar sin mar an ceudna. 'S 
cha mho a tha gearan na diomb air neach sam 
bith, air son glbir aoin eile a bhi ni 's mb na 
'ghloir ftgin : ach 's ann a tha Dia air krdacbadh 
ni 's ro mb6 leo mar thobar shiorruidh an uile 
shouais. 'S cha mho a tha ^ite annta air son 
bmuaineachadh air dhbigh eile: oir c6 is urrainn 
gearan a' dheanamh, 'nuair a bhitheas uiie 
chomasan gach anam beannaichte choath-lionta 
de sruthaibh dealrach na Diadhaclid, us 
nach urrainn e tuilleadh a chumail. Tha 'n Dia a 
ta siorruidh beannaichte na chuan gun chriooh 
de sholus agus de bheatha, agus tha aoibhneas 
agus sonas daonnan a' lionadh gach soitheicb 
a th' air a churann, gus nachgabh iad tuilleadh ; 
agus ged a tha na soitheichean de dh' iomadh 
sebrsa^ am feadh a tha gach aon dhiii Ian cha 
n-urrainn iad a' bhi gearan. Thuilleadh air sin 
tha gach anam beannaicht' a tha 'n so air an 
tabhairt, cha 'n-ann amhain gu bhi a co-aont- 
achadh, ach eadhon a chum bhi 'gabhail a 
leithid de thoil-inntinn agus de thlachd ann an 
deagh-ghean D^, 's gu 'm beil an sblas gu 
h-iomlan a co-sheasamh ann-san. Mar so. 
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ged a tha na reuUtan a th' nnns na speuran fa 
leth glormhor, gidheadh, do bhrigh 's gu 'm 
beil iad eadar-dhealaicht ann am ineudachd. 
^' tlia aon reiill a toirt barr air aon eile 
'an gloir;** agus iiiine sin, mar tha na sgriob- 
turan ag innseadh, is amhuil a bhitheas ann 
an staid na h-aiseirigh. Se mo fhreagradh 
uime sin, do 'd cheist, gur iadsan aig am beil 
nacumhachdan inntinn is farsuinn 's mo a tha 
gridhachadh Dhe, agus le sin tha iad air an co- 
vihumadh ni *s mo r* a choltas glormhor f§in 
agus 'se sin inbhe no staid is glormhoire ni a 
ta 80-dheanta do n^imh a bhuileachadh — 
Agus na cuireadh so ioghnadh ort ; oir, eadh- 
on am measg luchd-frithealaidh deAlrach Dhe, 
na h-ainglean bheannaichte, tha caochla inbhe 
'nan dreuchdan. agus eadear-dhealachadh inbhe 
an gloir. Agus theagamh gur cuid dhiu-san 
air na ghabh thusa bheachd air dhut a bhi 
tighinn an so. 

Am feadh a bha mi mar so a' comhradh ris 
an fhaidh naomha, agus le mor thlachd ag 
^isdeachd freagradh nan ceistean diomhair a 
ghuidh mi air f huasgladh dhomh, ehunnaic mi 
cruth dealrach a' tighinn d' am ionnsaidh, ag 
radh, " O! Ephenetuis, am beil thus' an so?" 

Air dhomh a bhi fo iongantas a' eluinntinn 
lunidh air m' ainm mar so, thionndaidh mi gu 
(;rad, agus bhreathnaich mi air ball e lunius 
(lasal, mo charaid a dh' eug o cheann ghoirid 
;i labhair riiiin mar so. 
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lunius. Ephenetuis mo ghraidh, is 6ibhinn 
learn t* fhaicinn anns na h-ionadan beann- 
aichteso; ach tha iongantas orm t' fhaicinn 
ann gun a bhi dealaichte bho do chorp bas- 
mhor: — innis dhomh, a charaid, cionnas a 
thainig tu 'n so, agus mar an ceudna cia mar 
a fhuair thusa an comas so; oir 's e gu 'm beil 
e cho mi-ghnathaichte is aobhar gu'm beil mi 
cho deigheil air fhiosrachadh. 

Ephenet. Bha mi cho eibhinn air son 
fear do*m shean luchd-eblais fhaicinn, agus 
fear a bha cho caoimhneil rium anns an t« 
saoghal shios, *s gu *n runaich mi a* ghlacadh na 
'm uchd ; ach dhiult e so, ag rkdh rium gu 
ciuin, gu 'n do leag e sios a chorp o cheann 
amuill, agus gu 'n dh' ^^^g ^^ 6 air an talamh 
aig fois (ann an dochas) gus an tigeadh an ais- 
eirigh ; agus ged a bha e fathast gun amharas 
t^rbhach, gidheadh gu 'm bu tairbh e, a bha 
neo-mhothaicht le aon dhiusan a tha basmhor. 

Ach cionnas a thainig thu 'n so, (ars esan, i 
rithisd ni bu ro dheinne) a' d' chorp basmhor 
neo atharraichte ? 

Ephenet Dh' aithris mi 'n sin dha n'a 
thubhairt mi ri Eliah, agus dh' innis mi an t- 
iomlan dha de na cimir mi sios mar roimh- 
radh do 'd aisling so, mu thimchioll an doigh 
air an robh mi araon air mo bhuaireadh agus 
air mo shaoradh. 

lunius. Ma tha, Ephenetuis, ars lunius oir- 
dheirc, tha mi faicinn mar sin. gu'nrobh feum ni 
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bu Ic5ir air son a leifliid de theatrasg a chuir a'" 
chois 's an t-saop:hal bhochd a tha.shios 's a dii* 
orduich mis' an deigh mo bhiis gu dearbhadn 
a thoirt air bith Dh6 an aghaidh an t' seorsa 
dhaoine sin is measa gu mor na iadsan a th* 
ann an ifrinn, oir tha iadsan a' creidsinn bith 
Dh6, agus a criothnachadh roimh *cheartas. 
Ach gu 'n cuireadii tusa, a charaid. ars esan, 
a rinn aideachadh o cheann fhada d* a f hirinn, 
9gU8 a mhothaich a mhathas ann an tomhas 
cho mor, a bhith an teagamh, gu cinnteach is 
ni neo-abhaisfeach e, agus ni gur gann a 
chreidinn e, tha sin a' toirt aobhar as ur dhomh 
^u *bhi 'cliiithachadh an D^ ta siprruidh 
beannaichte, a shaor mi nise tre lanachd a 
mhaitheas, o gach ceap-tuislidh a bha nilmhaid 
cuiibheartach anmannan a' cuir romham ; agus 
a ghleidh mi mar so s^bhailt tearuinnt* air son 
a rioghachd n^amhidh f^in : gu ma beannaichte 
gu slorruidh gu *n robh ainm naomha-san ! 

Air do Eliah beannaichte na thuirt mo char- 
aid Junius Hum a* chluinntinn, thuirt e rium gu 
'm f^gadh esan mi nise maille ri mo charaid ; agus 
mu'n do mhothaich mi dh* fhalhh e mar le 
sgiathibh. Agus air dhasan ar fagail labhair 
mi mar so ri mo charaid uirdheirc: — 

Ephenet. lunius mo ghraidh (arsa raise) cha 
do chuir mi riamh an teagamh nach robh thu 
air aon de luchd kitichidh beannaicht' an ionaid 
so; oir dh'fhenmadh e bhi gu'm faigheadh 
aon a bha cho cliuiteach riut-sa air son t' eud 
lasaracn, soilleir, duaie da rfeir. 
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lunius. O, Ephenetuis! (ars esari) na'm biodh 
tusa air do rusgadh de do bh^mhorachi aon 
uair, smuainticheadh tu air mhodh eile: chith- 
eadh tu an sin cho fada 's a tha iadsan gearr 
air an duais is lugha thoilitinn, a rinn 
na b' urrainn ia nns an t-8aoghal shios ; agus 
chitheadh tu mar an ceudna gur gras a mhain 
a tha saor agus, a' toirt an anma chum gibir 
neo thoillteannach, oir cha do cheannaicheadli 
na flaitheas le luach sam bith eiie ach le 
fuii luachmhor an Fhir-shaoridh; aig an robha 
ghradh 'na bhas, agus a thrbcair ann an saor- 
adh, cho do-labhairt agus cho ro mhbr 's gur 
gann a bhitheas bith-bhuantachd fada ni*s leoir 
gu chur an c^ilL 

Edhenet. Ma tha (ars mis*) luniuis aithrigh. 
lunius, Na gairm mis' (ars esan,) airigh 
oir cha n- eil a h-aon aithrigh an so, ach Esan 
a tha 'na shuidh air an rlgh-chaithir, agus Uan 
Beannaichte Dh^, agus 's e gach uile ghloir 
a chur as a leth-san, cuid mhor de ar sonas 
an so; oir tha ^ireamh mbr de dheich mil- 
tean de naoimh agus de dh' ainglean timchioU 
na righ-chathrach, a ghnk a glaodhaich le 
guth aird, agus ro bhinn, <' Is aithrigh an 
t-Uan a chaidh a mharbhadh, air cumhachd, 
agus saibhreas, agus gliocas, agus neart, agus 
urrara, agus gloir, agus moladh fhaotainn." 
Cha n-eil, cha n-eil (ars esan) Ephenetuis, 
Di sam bith air a chuir a leth nan creutairean 
an so: oir tha iadsan a tha 'g iomchar nan crun 
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18 dealraich ga'n tilgeadh sios an Ikthair na rlgh- 
chathrach, eg radh, *< Is aithrigh thusa, a 
Thighearn, air gloir, agus urram, agus cumh- 
achd fhaotainn." 

Ephenet luniuis mo gbriidh (arsa mise) cuir 
suas learn, re tiota, do bhrigh 's gu 'm beil mi 
fatiiast air mo Incbdacbadh le bksmhorachd : 
O nach ann a bhithinn air mo sgaradh uaithe, 
chum 's gu 'n amliaircinn maille riutsa air an 
Trionaid mhoir ! agus gu amharc mar sin, 
chum a bhi air mo chruth-atharrachadh coltach 
ris-Sitn, an ni is e (mar chuala mi Eliah 
beannaichte ag innseadh) iomlanachd gach 
sonais. 

Junius., Ephenetuis mo ghraidh(ars Junius, le 
gnuis a bha araon taitneach agus caomhail) 'se 
an taisbean adhmhor gun teagamh iomlanachd 
ar sonais uile an so, 's a tha mar an ceudna a' 
lionadh ar n- anmannan le grkdh agus caoimhneas 
a tha do-labhairt, agus nach eil aithnichte ach 
dhaibhsan a mhkin a tha'ga mhothachadh. Ach 
innseam dhut, Ephenetius, nach urrainn na 
comasan isneartmhoir'agus is ro fharsuinn'atha 
aca-san aig am beil na beachdan inntinn is ro 
shoilleire an so, ach tomhas ro bheag a ghiulan 
dhe na baoisgeanan ro bhoisgeil a tha sruthadh 
o ghlbrnihorachd na diadhachd, tha iad cho 
ro ard urramach ; oir cha n-eil cosamhlachd 
sam bith eadar na bitheannan cruthaichte isurr- 
ainaich agus ^Ibir do-labhairt a Chruthadair 
aihbir 
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Epkenet. O luniuis uasail^ (ars mise) tha mi 
cheana toirt creideas iomlan do na labbair thu; 
ach gidheadh air learn gu 'm bu rahath leain 
uirread 's as comasach dhomh fhiosrachadh 
de na nithe sin nach urrainn mi ni's leoir 
fhiosrachadh am feasd. Agus do bhrigh 's 
gu'ra beil fhios agam nach eil ni sam bith is 
taitniche leatsa no bhi daonnan, a' nochdadh 
gloir Ughdair mor ar sonais, na diult luniuis 
chaoimhneil, do d' charaid an toileachas-inn- 
tinn cluinntinn o d' bhiiibh-sa, mu oibribh 
cumhachdach, iongantach aghrkidh dhiadhaidh 
a chum 's gu 'n cuidich mi thu gu bhi seinn a 
chliii ; agus foillsich dhomh mar an ceudna, 
diomhaireachdan a fhreasdai), nithe tha do 
luchd-aiteachidh an t-saoghail shios na*n 
ceisdean dorcha. ach a tha nis' air am breith- 
nachadh gu soilleir leatsa, do bhrigh gu 'm 
beil do thuigs air a soillseachadh. 

Junius, 'Se cliu na Morachd dhiadhaidh 'Eph- 
enetuis moghr^idh,abhitheas na steigh chumh- 
achdach do*r n.6rain treuile linn nasiorruidh* 
eachd, s* am beil naoimh agus ainglean a co- 
shcirm le ch^ile, ann an togail fonn nan oran 
as aird seis. Agus, uime sin, bheir raise 
freagradh dhut gu suilbhir anns an ni sin a 
dh* fhebraich thu dhiom; chum 's gu 'm faic 
thu, anns na rinn e, gur aithrigh esan a nihain 
air do ghrkdh, agus air gach moladh a bheir 
sinn dha. Oir cha n-eil an gradh is laiste tha 
na naoimh bheannaichte agus na h-ainglean 
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Uflormhor uilo a tabhairt dha, ach na bhois* 
geannan de 'n ghaol leis am beil e fein ga 'r 
gr^dhachadh; oir tha esan a' laidhe arm an uchd 
a ghrkidh> eg innseadh dhuinn, '* Tha gradh 
againn dh^-san, do bhrigh gu 'n do ghrkdbaich 
esau sinne air tus." Uime sin^ m' Ephe- 
netuis ionmhuinn, do bhrigh 's gur e gr&dhDh6 
dhuinne is st^igh d' ar gr^dh dhas-an, leig 
dhomh air tus beachd air a* ghradh dhuinn 
a nochdadh dhut, agus na buannachdan a tha 
'g ^irigh dhuinn uaithe sin, a tha cho ro4ion- 
mhbr 's gu 'm beil iad do-aireamh, tha 'n iir- 
eamh cho anabarrach is nach measar iad le 
cunntas sam bith. Ach, a chum 't» gu *n nochd 
mi dhut e mar bha thu 'g iarraidh, ann a 
fhior sholus, feuchaidh mi dhut air tus cho 
fada 's a tha sinn an comain a ghr^dh agus a 
mhaitheas-san, air son gach caoimhneas agus 
deagh-ghean a dheonaich e dhuinn anns an 
t-saoghal gu saor agus gu neo-aithrigh. Agus, 
uime sin, gu toiseachadh — 

Anns a cheud dite* Bha sinn an comain 
fhiughantais anns an t-saoghal shios air son 
gach ni math a shealbhaich sinn ; oir *s ann *na 
chomain-sa bha sinn gu Ii.iomlan air son gach 
ni a bha sinn, agus a tha sinn gu sheaibhach- 
adh — **oir *s e rinn sinn *s cha sinn fein ;" agus 
bha sinn 'na lamhan sa coitach ris a' chriadh 
ann an Isimhan a' chriadhadair, air chor is gu'm 
faodadli e creutairean sam bith eiie a dhean- 
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amh dhinn : ni-eadh, acli nfs mo, bha au 
ni dhe an d' rinneadh sinn cho beag is na 'm 
b'e a thoii f^in e^ gur math a dh' f haodadh e 
ar fkgSiW ann an staid na ceud neoni anns an 
d' f huair sinn ar bith an tus. Feumaidh e bht, 
mar sin, gur e gbrildhsan toiseach agus ceud- 
thus tobar nam beannachd ; cha n-eil gach 
uile bheannachd eile ach mar shruth-f headanan, 
troimh am beil a ghr&dh a ruith thugainn ; 
agus esan nach eil u breathnachadh sin uile 
tha e gun l^irsinn. Theagamh gu 'm faigh 
duine cliu le 'ghliocas, agus le' shaothair- 
eachadh gu dicheailach, a' c^rnadh suas ionmh- 
asan ; ach nach ann o Dhiaa fhuair e an glioc- 
as sin, agus nach tug e dha comas gu saoth- 
aireachadh, agus soirbheachadh mar an 
ceudna, ged a rinn e-san uaiil a' chinneas ftiin ? 
Tha Dia a' toirt dhuinne na h-uile ni a tha 
sinn a' vealbhachadh, ceart cho cinnteach 'sa 
bheireadh duine uasal saibhir gach ni aimsir- 
eal a bhiodh a dh'uireasaidh ai"d6irceach bochd 
dh»,'nuair a bheireadh e dha . .le pund-Sasunn- 
ach, oir le sin dh' f haodadh e aodach, a*s Ion, 
agus gach ni eile a bha dhlth air a cheannach. 

Anns an dara haile, Ach a bharr air uile 
thiodhlaicean luachmhor a tha e toirt dhuinn 
dhe a thoirbheurtas, bha iomadh ni o 'n robh 
sinn air ar saoradh 's an t-saoghui shios, a 
tha deanainh maitheas Dh^ ni's ro luach- 
mhoiredhuinn; nithe theagamh nach robh chose* 

E 
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fiiaicsinneacli 's an t saoghal sin, gidheadh nach 
robh air am meas ni bu luglia luach leosan a 
bhreithnich iad gu ceart, agus nithe nach measar 
am fior luach ach leo-san a niliain a tha da'n 
easbhuidh. Ged nach deannain-sa. Ephenetuis 
mo ghraidh, ach do smuaintean a ghiulan 
gu hng'iomraidh nan traillean agus na braigh- 
dean truagha tha ceanghailt le slabhruidhean 
nan raimh, agus buailteach do na h-uile doil- 
gheasaguscruaidh-chaso'n chuan doinnionnach, 
agus gidheadh, a thaobh an laimhsichidh an- 
iochdmhoir a tha iad a faotainn air tir, 's lugha 
an eagail o'n chuan na o chala sam bith eile, ach 
am b^s: no na'n togainn cuirtinean leapaichean 
na muinntir thinn, agus iad-san a th' air an I(;ap- 
aichibh bais, agus gu 'm feuchainn dhut an 
sealladh, gruamach,muladach,sin/s am beil cho 
iiugha sa tha fann agus air seargadh ns le pian 
an easlaintibh, 's a tha cho crkiteach ri 'n giui- 
an, 's gur e am bks bu roghnaiche leo na beatha: 
no na tugainn thu a steach do na taighean 
eiridinn, agus gu 'm feuchainn dhut gach 
seorsa riochd' agus cumaidh anns am beil 
truaighean an duine r' a fhaicinn an sin, nach 
smuaintichadh tu, Ephenetuis chaoimh, gu'm 
bu trocairean a bhi saor o*n leithidibh sud? 
Agus nach tigeadh dhuinne mor mheas a 
chuir air sar-mhathas an D6 sin a rinn 
sinn eadar-dhealaichte uapa-san mar so, 't^ a 
shaor sinn o gach seorsa thruaighean do m 
beil feoil bhasmhor buailteach ? Cha *n 
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e nach eil a ghliocas a' faicinn iomchaidh air 
uairean a chloinn ionmh linn fein f hiosrach. 
adh agus a smachdachadh le tinneasan fada 
agus le piantan geura, agus cruaidh-chas- 
ean duilich eile o 'n leth a muigh : ach tha so, 
Ephenetuis, mo chridhe na dhearbheachd ni's 
mo air a ghaol, chum an coiinhid o ghalaraibh 
gabhaltach am peacannan a tha moran ni's 
miosa na iad sud, ngus chiim an leighis o na 
droch cleachdanan a bha aca roimhe. Nach 
fhac thu, Ephenetuis (anns an t-saoghal shios), 
niathair caomh a cuir cungaidh leighis loisg. 
each gheur ri muineal a leinibh ionmhuinn, 
'Duair a bha eagal oirre gum falbadh e le grad- 
thinneas? Agus nach dp thuig thu uaithe sin, 
gu 'm beil dragh agus goirteas an iocshlaint 
leighis air a mheas ni's lugha cunnart nan 
tinneas tuiteamach ? Mar sin, *nuair a chi sinn 
an Dia a ta siorruidh beannaichte, ar n Atliaii 
neamhaidh, a cur anmhuinneachdan a^us camp, 
aran an car na muinntir sin a ghradhaich e, 
chum ansaoradh ouachdaranachd a'pheacaidh ; 
do bhrigh *s gu 'm beil e 'na leigh ro ghlic 
agus ro chaoimhneil, air son leigheas le ioc- 
shlaint a bhiodh ni's mios a na'n galar. 

Faodaidh tu a chuimhnachadh, Ephenetuis, 
gu 'm beil Dia le Maois a' toirt rabhadh faic- 
ill do na h-Israeliticli, air eagal gu'n tugadii 
soirbheas (a tha cho uUamh gu daoine a chur an 
di-chiiimhne iiir gach ni eile acii an toilinn- 
tinnean f(§in)orr' aradh 'nan cridhe, *'Fhuar mo 
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chumhachd^ agus neart mo Iflimhe, an saibhreas 
so dhomh ;" ach 's ann a tha e a* toirt ^ithne 
dhaibh ceartan aghaidhsin, agradh, '^Cuimb- 
naichidb tu 'n Tighearna do Dhia, oir is esan a 
bheir comas dhut beartas f haigbinn." Agus bha 
feum iii bu lebir air a leitbid so do rabhaidh, 
oir bha sinn ro ullamb gu di-chumhnachadh gur 
e '* Did a thug *dhuinn ar siol ar f ion. agus ar 
n-ola ;" ach, — 

Anns an treas aite. Tha 'n Dia mathasach 
gu mbr a moladh dhuinn. buanachadh *na 
ghradh, thug e dhuinn 's an t-saoghal shios, 
earlais air nithe matha spioradail^ agus air gach 
aoibhneas ris an robh ar dul, agusrinn e eadh- 
on an t-earlas mor n'as leoir chum a bhi beath- 
Bchadb air tre chreideamh le muinghinn ; nithe 
a bha da rireadh de luach ni bu mho, agus fada 
os-ceann na h-uile toilinntinnean diombuan a 
bh' air iarraidh oirnne a thr^igsinn, chum ar coir 
do thoilinntinnean siorruidh a chumail. 

Ach ged a bha na beannachdan a bhuilich an 
Dia uile beannaicht' oirnne 'm feadh a bha 
sinn anns an t-saoghal cho mor agus cho lion- 
mhor 's gur math a thigeadh dhuinn an ghabhail 
mar st^igh iomchaidh air son a bhi 'ga chliuth- 
achadh anns na flaitheas ; gidheadh tha 
a ghradh-san ni*s buaine no ni sam bith a 
tha 's an t-saoghal shios : cha n.eil e biisach- 
adh maille ri ar cuirp : na coltach ri gnd 
cleachdach ar c^irdean anns an t-saoghal sm, 
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a th^id leinn gu bruach na h uaiglie, agus a 
dh*f h^as sinn an sin ; cha n-eil Ephenetuis, 's 
ann a tha gridh Db6 a* soiliseachadh ni 's ro 
shoilleire, 'nuair a tha ar suilean dorch air au 
diiuadh ; agus sann a tha e dlu-leanmhuinn 
ni*s dluithe ris an anam 'nuair a tha e air a 
thr6igsinn leis a' chorp; agus a toirt deagh 
aobhar do gach anam beannaicht' a tha teachd 
an so, gu r4dh mu thimchioll, mar thuirt 
Naomi o chian ri Boas, " nach do leig e dheth 
a chaoimhneas do 'n t-sluagh bheo agus do na 
mairbh.*' Agus uime sin, *< a nise gu cinnteach 
(mar thubhairt an ti a b' ionmhuinn le ar 
Slanaighear mbr) is smne niic Dh6, agus cha 
n-eil e soilleir faihast ciod a bhitheas sinn : 
ach a ta f hios againn 'nuair a dh' f hoilisichear 
esan, gu *m bi sinn coltach ris." Agus 's b sm 
an t-aobhar nm'm beil mis' an drksta 'toirt diu 
dha. 

'Se grkdh Dh6, an Dia a ta siorruidh beann. 
aichte, Ephenetuis, a tha mar so ga V gabhail 
a steach do na flaitheas : tha na neamhan 'nan 
ionadan dealrach anns am beil uirread de 
shonas, 's gur gann a tha sinn a meas a measg ar 
solasan gur e na neamhan an t-ionad 'sa m beil 
sinn 'ga 'm mealtainn. Agus tha oirdhear- 
cas nan nithe a tha sinn a sealbhachadh an so, 
cho fada os-ceann na bha sinne an dul 'sa bhios 
nithe talmhaidh meallta dhaibh-san a tha *ga *n 
sealbhachadh, *nuair a bhitheas iad air an dean- 
amh falamh dhiu. Oir chual thu cheana an 
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t- Abstol ag innseadh dhuinne, ** Nach f haca suil, 
's nach cuala cluas, 's nach tainig e riannh an 
cridhe dhuine, na nithe a dh' ullaich Dia 
dhaibh.san a thagaghradhachadh/' Agus a nis' 
Ephenetuis, tha ar fein-f hiosrachadh ag inns, 
iadh dhuinn gur ann mar so a tha : cha n-e gu 
'm beil nasolasan fior-ghlan a tha sinn a'sealbh- 
achadh, a' striochdadh d* ar coraasan breith- 
nachaidh, ach tha iad glbrmhor ni 's leoir chum 
tr beachd-smuainteana thogailsuas. Oir geb e 
sam bith ni a dhealbh ar mac-meanmain 'san 
t' saoghal shlos, mar na beachdan-inntinn a b' 
iomlaine, agus nabarailean bu shoilleire de shonas 
coimhlionta, tha ar mothachadh f^in a nis' air ar 
sonas ni's mo no bha sinn an dul a' dearbhadh 
dhuinn gu soilleir, gu 'n tainig sinn fada gearr, 
air na tha sinn a nis' a' fiosrachadh. Tha na 
flaitheas na fhonn cho torrach air son sonas 
a mhain, *s gu 'm beil eadhon ar mearbhuill 
agus ar mearachdan, am feadh bha sinn *s an 
t-saoghal shios a* co oibreachadh le ch^ile an so 
chum ar sonais, agus tha e 'na ionad anns am 
beil uirread de ghne niorachd an Ti do *m buin 
^n tiodhlaic so, is nach eil eadhon na sgriob- 
turan fein a toirt dhuinn ach cunntas ro ghearr 
mu thimchioll; agus cha n-e mhain gu'm beil 
e togail ar smuaintean de cusbaireau'saoghalt, 
ach tha e mar an ceudna ag ardachadh ar 
smuaintean oS'Ceann ni sam bith a b' urrainn ar 
mac-meanmainn a' dhealbh *san t-saoghal. 
Agus cha ghabh thu iongantas, Ephenetuis, 
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gu*ni beii a* chuis mar sin, ma bheir thu fainear, 
nach e a mhkin gu'm beil ar comasan tuigse air 
ansksachadh 1e cusbairean freagarrach taitneaeb, 
ach gu'm beil iad mar an ceudna air an ardach- 
adhagusair an cuir am farsuinneachd, air choir 
*s gu'm beil ar cumhachdaninntinn araon af^s 
mbr agus air an lionadh, Tha fhios agad, anns 
t-saoghal shios, an naoidhean sin a tha fathast 
druite anns a* bhroinn, nach urrainn beachd- 
inntinn a bhi aige an sin air an taitneas, » bhith" 
eas aige o'na caithreaman binn' agus o na cusbair- 
ean soillseach a bhios air an nochdadh dha 'n 
ieigh a bhreith. Agus an naoidhean ceudna, 
am feadh a tha e an aois a leanbachd, ged a 
dh* fliaodas e amharc le tlachd air dealbhan a 
tha gu snasmhor ail an tarrainn, agus air an 
dath, gidheadh cha'u urrainn e smuaineachadh 
air an toileachas a bheir na cusbairean ceudna 
dha 'nuair a bhios a bheachd-inntinu air 
deanamh tuigseach le aois agus foghlum, agus 
an uair a bhios e air a dheanamh comasach gus 
na modhannan urramnch a th'air an ciallachadh 
leis na dealbhan ud a thuigsinn. Tha leith- 
id so do shochairibh da f hillte aca, Ephe- 
netuis, maille ris gach beannacbd eile a th' air 
an debnachadh dhaibh-san a th air an leigeadb 
astaigh do nah-ionadan naomha so. Oir athuill- 
eadhairant-se6rsachusbairean$o(madhThaod- 
as mi chainnt a chleachdadh) a tha cho nuadh 
agus chodnalachdo'nionad so 's nach b* urrainn 
na beachdan ud a theachd gu hrilth tb'n 
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aire mar bitheadh iad air au ceadacliadh an so : 
a bharr air so, tha ar cumliachdaii inntinn a tlia 
nis* air am meudachadh ga *r deanamh comas- 
ach, eadhon gu cusbairean aitheneacnadh bha 
buileach neo-aithnichte dhuinn roiinhe, agus a 
chum na nithe sin a bhreithneachadh a bha 
roimhe do-bkreithnaichte leiun, o 'm beil ni's 
mo gu iiior de thoil-inntinn agus de tliait- 
neas a«^ 6ingh dhuinn, no bh' again n rlamh 

roimhe. 

Na biodh iongantas ort, Ephenetuis, air son 
gu'm beil mise cleachdadh cainnt' nach b' abh- 
aist dut a chluinntinn, ann an toirt mion- 
chunntas dhut mu na nithe gl6rmhor-so, do 
bhrigh *s gu 'm beil mo chusbair dealrach 
ni's fhaide gu mor os-ceann ar molaidhne, na 
tha 'n t-ionad beannaichte so os ceann na tal- 
mhuinn. Oir ged a dh* f haodas tu mo bhriath- 
ran a mheas atmhor le ro dliealas, gidheadh 
is math a dh' fhaodar nithe a mheasar thar 
choir, a chleachdadh ann an toirt mion-chunn- 
tas air na beannachdan sin, nach eil a' deanamh 
nan nithe sin a mheasar thar choir, ach a mhkiu 
mar gu 'm biodh iad mar sin ; oir tha aoibh- 
neasa nam flaimheas a* taisbeanadh (mar tha 
na reulltan anns an t-saoghal shios, do bhrigh 
's gu 'm beil iad cbo fad as) gle bheag, ged a 
tha iad gu 'n amharas cho ro mhor *s gu 'in 
beil an aon is lugha dhiu ni 's mb gu mor na 
cusbair sam bith a th' air antalamh; ni-headh, 
ach ni's mo na'n cruinne-ce gn l^ir. Agus, 
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uime sin, Ephenetuis. tlia mi feuchamn (le bhi 
toirt fainear gu 'm beil thusa fathast air do 
chbmhdachadh le bksinhorachd,) air cunntas 
a thoirt dhut mu nithe neamhaidh, le iir-iom- 
radh os-ceann do bheachd-sa, chum beachdan 
ni's urramaiche na iad sin a th* agad a nise 
thoirt dhut. 

Oir an so, Ephenetuis, tha 'n sluagh beann- 
aichte a' mealtainn sonais ni 's leor chum nam 
hairealan mearachdach a dhealbh sinn dhuinn 
fein 'san t-saoghalshios a chur ceart. Tha 
sinn air ar teagasg an so, gus na beannachdan 
a tha sinn a* sealbhachadh ainmeachadh, agus 
gu *n luach mar an ceudna a raheas, beannach- 
dan a th' air an deanamh suas le co-thional gach 
iomlanachd, agus le bith-bhuantachd de gach 
fior shonas a' Ian mhealtainn ar n-uile iarrtas. 
Cha n-e mhain gu 'm beil sinn a' faicinn nan 
naomh beannaichte ann an so, a bha sinn le 
rabr mheas ag aniharc air an talamh, ach tha 
sinn air ar deanamh coltach riubha. Se spior- 
adan nam firean sin mu'm beil na sgriob- 
turan naomha 'g innseadh dhuinn a tha air 
an deanamh foirfe is companaich chaoimhneil^ 
bhuuailteach dhuinn an so, an co-chomunn 
beannaichte, tha, cha n-e mhkjn a' ghabhail 
rinn gu suilbhir, ach a tha mar an ceudna air 
u meudachadh leinn. Ann an so, tha sinn ag 
aniharc nan spiorad glormhor, d' an gne a 
bill air an comhdachadh le soilieii eacml ro 
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dliealnrach, is ged a chuir siad iad-fein aim <nn 
riochd cho diblidh dnmnne air an talamh, 
gidheadh gur gann a chumte sinn o chusbai/- 
ean aoiaidli a* dheanamh dhiu an so. 

Ach os-ceann na h-uile ni eile, Ephenetuis, 
mo ghraidh tha sinn a' faicinn an so sealladh, 
ngus is math a b* fhiach dhuinn bilsachadh air 
a shon. Uan beannaichte Dh^ a mharbhadh 
o bhunait an domhainn, ann an coniliairl na 
diadhachd, an SIknaighear glbrmhor sin, mu 
'in beil na sgriobturan a' toirt dhuinn cunntas 
cho urramach agns cho taitneach ; a rinn agus 
a dh' fhuilig air ar son-ne nithe cho ro thoill- 
teannach, araon le fhoirfeachd neo chrioch- 
naichte, agus le 'thiodhlaicean do-mhiosraichte. 
Tha, Ephenetuis, tha sinn 'an so a* faicinn am 
pearsa diadhaidh naomha sinn, a striochd e 
fein^chuma phailliuin a thogail a measg chlanna 
nan daoine, agus cbmhnaidh a ghabhail maille 
riu air an talamh, chum an deanamh freag- 
arrach tre 'thoillteanneas, agus le eiseamplair, 
gu comhnaidh a ghabhail maille ris-san anns 
na neamhan an ti sin rinn a mhorachd 
uabhasach a mheasgadh air modh cho 
urramach r'a mhacantachd iriosail, agus a 
ghabh anmhuinneachd naduir na daonnachd, 
maille r' a chumhachd diadhaidh, 'sa nochd 
<i leithid de dh' eiseamplair iomlan de dlieagh 
bheus re &m a bheatha uile, le urad de mhac- 
antachd agusde chaomhalachddhaibh-san a bha 
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leanmhaiiin eiseamplair (ged a thaining iad cho 
fada gcarr air) *s gu*n robh eadhon na h- 
ludhaich (6\n ng radh mu thimchioll, " gu 'n 
d' rinn e na h-uile ni gu ro mliath ;*' ni-eadli, 
ach ni *s mo, oir dh' aidich a dhearg nkimh- 
dean, a bh' air an cur a niach gu ghlacadh mar 
f hear droch-bheirt, dhaibh-san a cuir uap' iad, 
" nach do labhair duine riamh coltach ris." 
Ach an sin, Ephenetuis, bha Mac beannaicht' 
Dhe, ann an riochd s6irbheisich, a chuir e 
uime, chum *s gu fuligeadh e air ar son-ne, agus 
gu'n cleachdadh e 'dhreuchd sngairt agus 
f aidh anns an t saoghal : ach ann an so tha 
sinn 'ga amharc amis an inbhe rioghail sin, a 
bhuineas d' a dhreuchd mar rigli, air son am 
beil e gu h-urramach agus gu dligheach air a 
ghairra, •* Righ nan rlgh, agus Tighearn nan 
tighearn," — tha na h-uile cumhachd agus ugh- 
darras air a thoirt dha. araon anns na flaith- 
eas agus air talamh agus tha e air a chomh- 
dachadh le mbrachd cho dealrach agus le 
greadhnachas cho lainnireach 's gur math a dh' 
f haodas sinn a mheas, mar a thubhairt fkidh 
mor soisgeulach o chian ** an tiongantach." 
Oir an so tha ar nanmanan a th' air an tarrainn 
*na dheigh, le beachd-smuaineachadh durachd- 
ach air a ghlormhorachd-san, daonnan a 
faighinnni's mo dedh'aobhar agus de dh' iarrtas 
gu bhi air ar deanamh ni 's coltaiche ri c6ile 
Sholaimh anns an bran phbsaidh dhiomhair, an 
ti air dha a bhi seinn mu mhaisc gach cliu 



76 AK SAOGHAL A TA RI TEACHD : 

oirdheircabhacomli-oibreacliadh le cheile anna 
bhi deanamh an Fhirnuaidh-phosda ghlbrmhoir 
coimhiiont', a bhruchd a mach leis a cho-dhun- 
adh ghearr so, " Tba e gu 16ir ionrahuinn !" 
Tha a shuilean lainnireacb atin a inbhe ghlor- 
mhor ardaichte air a righ-chatliair, r'an amharc 
(mar a dh'< aithris an deisciobuil ionmbuinn o 
chian), coltach ri lasraichean ieinet bho 'm beil 
boisgeanan a' lasadh ann am broilleichean an 
lucbd-amhairc, cho dealracb, cho naomba, agus 
cbo beo, ris na seraphim f(§in. Agus gu cinnt- 
each, Ephenetuis, o 'n tha na sgriobturan 
naomb' ag innseadh dbuinn, mar a tbubhairt 
mi cheana, *< Nach tainig e an cridbe duine 
gu bbreathnachadh na tbaisg Dia suas 
dhuibh-san, a tha ga ghr^dhachadh." Cha 
*n urrainn a' ghloir a tha 'n Dia beannaicht' 
a tabhairt do dh* aon ghin Mic a ghraidh mar 
dhuais air son fhulangais buadhach agus 
umhlachd iomlan, 'us air sg^th 'm beil e ]4n- 
thoilichte gu bhi buileachadh a leithid so de 
ghloir do-rannsaichte air a shluagh taghta 
fi6in, a bhi air a thuigsinn leis an f hacal lorn 
do-bhreithnichte. £san a tha debnach- 
adh do cho liugha dhe a sh^irbheisich deal- 
radh mar na reulltan, an urrainn thu a smuain- 
eachadh, Ephenetuis, nach loir e deelradh 
moran ni 's lainnirich do Ghrian na Flrean- 
tachd ; ged a tha do staid bhksmhor-sa aig an 
km a bacadh dhut amharc airdea Iradh aghlbire 
Ach cha n-eil morachd ghlormhor so ar 
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Fir-saoraidh beannaiclite 'ga dheanamh ni's 
neo-chaoimhneile dhuinne, 's ann a tha e a cur 
ni's mo de chomainn oirnn * oir cha mhasladh 
leis, eadhon an deigh ardachadh an so, arlkdh, 
"' Feuch, tha mi am sheasamh a' bualadii nig an 
dorus — ma chluinneas duine sam bith mo 
ghuth, agus gu 'm fosgail e, thig mi steach, 
agus ni mi mo shuipeir maille ris-an, agusesan 
maille rium sa." Agus an righ sin anns a cho- 
samhlachdyleis ambeil arXi^^hearna beannaicht' 
air a chiallachadh, is toil leis f^in a bhi toirt 
dibeatha sonraichte do gach aon de a 
sheirbheisich fhirinueach, ag rkdh, <* Is math 
a dheagh sh^irbhisich f hirinnich/' 

Na biodh iongantas ort, Ephenetuis, nir 
son gu 'ni beil mise cho durachdach a' thoirt 
cunntas dhut mu mhbrachd iongantach, agns 
sonas ard-urramach ar S14naighear ardaichte, 
agus air son gu 'n d' oithirpich mi mar so a 
leigeadh ris dut, nach comasach a nise do 
Ghrian na Fireantachd, a bhi fas dorcha, ach 
gur ann a tha e' soillseachadh le morghreadh- 
nachas gun sg4ile gun duibhre ; agus gu *m 
beil mi nis* a' faicinn losa, a bha (mar a tha 
an t-Abstol chum nan Eabhruidheach agr^dh) 
air a dheanamh re liine bhig ni b' isle no na 
h-ainglean, air a chrunadh le gloir agus le 
onair. Or tha na flaitheas air an deanamh 
ni*s mo no na flaitheas dhom-sa, le 'bhi 
'ga fhaicinns* a' riaghladh an so, a dh'fhuili;^ 
ua h-uirid air mo shon anns an t-saoghal ; 
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agus tha sonas ar Fir-saoraidli, a tha cho ro 
inhbr, agus cho do-labhairt a' nieudachadh ar 
sonaiS; do reir deothas ar graidh dha-san 
Ni-eadli, ach ni 's mo, Epherietuis, innscam 
dliut, ged a tha ar sclasaibh cho mor an so *8 
nach eil feum againn air ni sam bith gii 'n 
deanamh ni's ioninhuinne leihn (ged a tha 
e a meudachadh ar sonas do bhri 's gur 
dearblieachd e air gradh ar Firsaoraidh 
dhiiinn,) ach gur tiodhlac de a dheagh-ghean- 
san, Hgus de a phrtilteas a th' ann. 

Ma bha e na aohhar giiirdeachais do na h-Ab- 
stoil mhaslaichte gu 'n robh iad air am meas 
aithrigh chum nkire fhulang air sgath ainme, 
cia cho mbr, smuainich thusa/sa tha'n aoibh- 
neas a nise, 'nuair a tha comas aca 'bhi riaghladh 
maille ris ? Air dha ar cuideachadh agus ar 
cumail suas fo na cruaidh-chasan agus na 
doilgheasan do 'n robh sinn buailteach ann an 
staid an-shocrach ar neo-bhksmhorachd, agus 
mar an ceudna a lughdachadh ar n-amhgharan, 
agus gaV n-jkrachadh fopa, eadhon anns an 
t seadh so, *s math a dh' fiiaoidte r^dh, 
^' leagadh air-san smachdachadh ar sith, agus 
e 'chreuchdaibh san shlanaicheadli sinne." 

Ach an urrainn thusa a shaoilsinn, Ephene- 
tuis, nach dean esan a shaor sinn le 'chrann- 
ceusaidh, ni*s mo gu mor air ar son le 'chrun ? 
Cha n-e mhain gu *m beil e ceadachadh 
dhaibh teachd an so, ach tha e toirt cuireadh do 
gach s^irbheiseach f irinneach, comh-pikirteach- 
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adh do bheannachd nach lugha, na imeacnd a 
steach do dh' aoibhneas a Thighearna. Rinn 
Criosd e Fein 'na thobnr sblais ro shaibhir 
dhuinne 'n a dhreiichdan uile, agus anns gach 
inbh anns am beil e 's na flaitheas, agus anns 
an robh e air an talamh ; bha agus tha 
e 'na chleachdadh gnathach mathasach dha, a 
bhi araon ag ionichair ar doilgheasan, a comh- 
pairteachadli ruinn a sliolasaibh ; a lughdach- 
adh ar truaighean le 'fhulangas, agus a 
meudachadh ar sonais le 'bheannachdan. 

Airdhomh a bhi mar so ag iomradh mu slion- 
as nan ionadan neamhaidh so a ta sruthadh 
o 'n t-sealladh bheannaichte sin d' ar Fear- 
saoraidli glbrmhor, crun ar n-aoibhneis uile, 
tha mi nise dol air m' aghaidh a' thoirt 
ioniraidli, Ephenetuis, air ni, theagamh, a thug 
thu fainear cheana : nach e mhain gu 'm beil 
sinn a faicinn Chriosd ar brathair is sine an 
so, ach gu 'm beil sinn mar an ceudna 'faicinn ar 
cairdean, ar luchddfiimhe, agus ar luchd-cinn- 
idh a bha beo anns an t-saoghal shios naeagal- 
san, agus a bhasaich 'n a dheagh-ghean — 
ni a tha 'na leasachadh mbr do *r sonas. 
Cha n~e mhiin gu 'm beil sinn an so ag aith- 
neachadh ar ckirdean, ar luchd-dkimh' agus ar 
co-aoisean air an talamh, ach tha sinn mar an 
ceudna *g aithneachadh nan naomh uile, a bha 
beo anns gach linn de 'n t-saoghal. 

Mar so, ged a bha Eliah (a bha cbmhradh 
riut 'nuair a thainig mise ga t' ionnsaidh,) beo 
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anns an t-saoghal shios fada niu 'n tainig ant 
Mesiah beannaichte anns an fheoil, gidheadb 
cha luaithe dh' amhairc thu air na dh' aithnich 
thu e ; agus is amhuil a dh* aithnicheas tu 
Adliamh mar an ceudna, 'nuair a chi* thu e. 'S 
cha chreid mi gur barail ur so dhut-sa, oir 
dli'fhaodadh tu fhbghlum o chian bho na 
sgriobturan naomha ; air doV Slanaighear 
beannaichte f^in innseadh dhuinn nach e 
mhkin "gu 'm bi clann na hais-eirigh colt- 
ach ris na h-ainglean/* (a tha eolach air a 
ch^ile, mar tha araon seallaidhean an fhaidh 
Daniel, agus an Abstoil Eoin, a' nochdadh), 
agus mar an ceudna mar tha s^mhla an duine 
shaibhir thruaigh, agus an d§irceich shona, a' 
leigeadh ris duinn nach e mhkin gu 'n robh 
Athair nan creideach eblach air pearsa agus 
cor Lasaruis anns an am) ach gu 'm b' aithne 
dha an eachdraidh roimhe sin : Agus bha 
Abstol nan cinneach, 'nuair a bha e *s an 
t-saoghal shios, an dochas gu 'm biodh na 
Tesalonianaichchrabhach a bh'air an iompach- 
adh ieis-an 'nan crun dha aig an latha mhbr, 
'nuair a bhios dealradh neo-bhksmhor, mar na 
reulltan, air a bhuilenchadh orra san a thionn- 
daidheas iomadh gu f ireantachd. Agus tha mi 
cinnteach, Ephenetuis, gu'n do leugh thu gu 
minig mu chruth-atharrachadh ar Slknaighear 
beannaicht* air a* bheinnnaoimhe, far an robh 
Maois agus Eliah a* comhradh, agus tha cuinihne 
agad gun teagamh, cho luath *s a dh* aithnich an 
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jriinr dheisciobuil iad. Cha bu ni sam bith 
eile so, ach samlila de fhlaitheas, far am beil na 
naoimh gu l^ir eblach air a' ch^ile. Am beil 
thusa am barail gu 'm beil ar n-eolas an so ni's 
lugha na bha eolas Adhaimh ann an staid 
a neo-chionntais ? Agus gidheadh tha fios 
agad gu*n d' aithnich Adhamh a* bhean, 
Bubha ; 'nuair a bha i air a* toirt fa-chomhair, 
thubhairt e rithe '^ gu 'm be chnkimh dhe a 
chnkmhaibh, agus feoil de fheoil-san i.'* Ach 
ciod am feum a th' agad air tuiile dearbhaidh 
air a' chuis? Nach eil t' fhiosrachadh fein 
cheana a' nochdadb gur ann mar so a tha ; agus 
na'm biodh tusa air do rusgadh de do bhiks- 
mhorachd, mar a bitheas tu ann am beagan 
laithean, gheibh thu 'n sin dearbheachd mbran 
ni's soilieire. 

Ach nochdam dhut, Ephenetuis chaoimh, a* 
bbuannachd mhbr a tha 'g ^irigh do na mhuinn- 
tir bheannaichte bho 'n eolas a th' ac* air a' 
ch^ile. *S ann an sO; a tha'n sluagh beannaichte 
a' chbmhnaidh ann an aonachd, agus ann an 
co-chomunn iomlan ri Dia gun bhristeadh agus 
ri ckch a cheile ; oir as ^ugmhais eblais air a 
ch^ile cha 'n urrainn comh aont a bhith, agus as 
eugmhais comh-aont cha*n urrainn co-chomunn 
a bhith ; agus far nach eil co-chomunn, cha 'n 
urrainn sonas a bhith : — mar sin, a bhi 'm 
barail nach aithne dhuinn san kite so a' cheile, 
b' ionann sin 'sa bith am beachd gu 'm beil 
Binne a teachd gearr air sonas. — An sOp 

F 
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Epheneluis, mar a tha cochriiinneachadh 
coitcheann nan ceud bhreith, a* faighinn an 
sonas o aisling dhealrach an De a ta siorruidh 
beannaichte, mar sin thaiadsana'compiirteach- 
adh an toilinntin is glaine do each a ch^ile ; 
agus tha gridh durachdach neo-chealgach a' 
co-aonadh a' cho chomuinn bheannaicht* so ri 
ch^ile. Anns an t-saoghal shios bha ar gradh 
ag 6iridh o chairdeas ar luchd-daimhe, no bho 
cheangal caoimhneil eigin eile ; no theagamh o 
neach sonraite 's an robh buadhan urramach 
follaiseach a mheas sinn fiughail, agus mar sin 
a roghnaich sinn mar charaid : ach 'an so tha 
ar cusbairean moran ni's mo agus ni's aithrigh, 
agus tha inbh ar graidh mbran ni's eudmhoire; 
oir anns an staid urramaich so tha gach uile 
cho- cheangal agus mhiadh feolmhor air sgur. 

Mar a tha 'n t-abstol beannaichte *g innseadh, 
eadhon 'nuair a bha e anns an t-saoghal ** ged 
a b'aithne dha Criosd a reir na febla, gidheadh, 
a nis nach b' aithne dha e mar sin ni's mo," oir 
le aiseirigh agus le ardachadh ar Tighearna 
beannaichte, tha e air a thogail suas gu saogh- 
ai eile, agus a nis' gu 'm beil a cho-chomunn ris 
mar High neamhaidh, gun sp^is sam bith do 
*n t-sochair aimsireil sin, a bhi comhradh ris 
gu corporra air an talamh. Tha ar cairdeas 
spioradal 'an so mbran ni's disle agus ni's 
bunailteich na na banntaibh is treise th' ann 
an cilirdeas saoghalta ; ann an so tha ar daimh 
gu h-iomlan ris an aon Athair neamhaidh, agus 
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ri losa Criosd, Prionnsana Sith' agus ceaiinard 
ar cnideachd' shona. 

'S e riiintean sbnraicht a* ghr^idh aii ^iJ. 
talamh buadhan oirdhearc a ta fuaighte ris an 
ti do'n toirear gradh. Se gliocas, naomh- 
achd, maitheas, agus treibhdhireas le'n dlu- 
tharrainn cumhachdach gu grkdh, a tha 
deanamh co-cheangal ni*8 ionnmhuinn eadar 
anmannan is cha n-e cairdeas nMurrach fala no 
daimh fheblmhor. Tha subhailc ceutach ann 
an neach aosda ged a bhiodh a chraiceann air 
sreamadh, agus ged a bhiodh e duaicnidh *na 
phearsa ; agus tha dubhailc fuathach ann an 
neach og, ged a bhiodh e sgiamhach 'na ehruth. 
Agus chunnaic thusa air an talamh^ Ephenetuis 
ghrkidh, suilean ni bu shoilleire no suilean 
nkdurrach, agus solus bu dealraiche no solus a 
chithear gu corporra, agus maise ni bu spiorad- 
aile na mais* f heolinhor, agus grkdh a b' urram- 
aiche na grAdh s-aoghalta, nith a thug air an 
f haidh rioghail a' radh, " gu 'n robh a thlachd 
annamuinntir oirdheircnatalmhainn.** Ach fbs, 
|:ha fuigheal fotuis ann an gradh spioradal 
f§in san t-saoghal shlos ; oir' tha fuighleach do 
dh' anmhuinneachd pheacach anns na daoine is 
fparr air an talamh : agus ciorraman a tha 
ga 'n deanamh mi-mhaiseach ; ach an so tha 
iomhaigh Dh^ coimhlionta, le aonachd gach 
uile shubhailc ghlormhor a tha feumail, ann 
am foirfeachd; agus tha na h-anmannan beann- 
aichte gu leir a co-aontachadh gu freagarraclr 
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ris a cheud^iseamplair; 's tha maise dhiadhaidh 
a' soillseachadh annta gu sior-mhaireannach ; 
maise nach cuir as do 'n mhais' a tha timchioli 
air, mais' a tha neo-sheargte, 's nach comasach 
dochann f hulang. 

Cha n.eil fior luach n n naomh 's an 
tsaoghal shios ri fhaicinn ach ann an tomhas 
gle bheag, oir cha n-eil ach an earrainn is Uigha 
dhe p* a fhaicinn. Tha *n talamh ro-thoirach 
le luibhean agus blaithean nbsara, maiseach, 
ach *s ann a tha beartas an domhain falaicht' 
'ancridhe natalmhinn annammeinibhde mheat- 
ailt luachmhor agus do mharbhal.* Tha fior 
ghras air fhoillsachadh ann an gniomharran 
faicsinneach, ach *s ann a tha birdhearcas a' 
ghrais anns an taobh a steach : ach an so tha'n 
oirdhearcas fosgailte d*ar beachd ; agus tha 
gloiran D^ bheannaicht'air f hoillseachadh annta. 
Agus, 0! cia cho gaol-dhruiteach 's a tha'n 
iomhaigh dhiadhidh do shuil naoimh! Cia mar 
a tha e ga 'm eigneachadh a bhi 'g aniharc mo 
chomh-naomh a* dealradh le gradh neo-bhks- 
mhor! agus tha *n gradh aonachdail cothromach 
do r^ir a' chusbair. Tha lasair comh-ionan 
bunailteach air a cumail beb de gradh fior- 
ghlan : an so tha gach aon iomlan iluinn, agus 
gu buileach an grkdh air each a ch^ile. 

Agus O cia cho sona 'sa tha 'n staid ionmh- 
uiuu so ! 'S math a dh'f haodadh an Salbiadair 

* Marbie. 
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risteadh amach gu druighteach anns na 
briathransa, *' Feuch cia math agus cia taitneaeh 
an ni, do bhraithrean cbmhnaidh a ghabhai) 
cuideachd ann an aonachd V Ach 's ann anise 
tba e faicinn, agus a* mealltainn, an co-chom- 
uinn sblasaich ud, maille ris na f ireanan. 'S 
e grkdh mais* agus neart gach co-chomuinn, 
agus 'se mbr thlachd ar beatha anns an 
t-saoghal e. Cia ro urramach mar sin 's a dh' 
fheumas gairdeachas an t-sluaigh bheannaichte 
a bhith a tha mar fhianaisean air coiiionadh na 
nithe air son an robh ar Slknaighear ag urnaigh 
'nuair a bha e air an talamh, *' clium 's gu *m 
bi iad 'nan aon, mar a tha thusa Athai.' 
annamsa, agus mise annadsa, gu 'm bi iadsan 
mar an ceudna 'nan aon annainue. " Tha 'o 
Dia beannaichte gu h iomlan, na aon ann ai 
ghn^ agus 'na thoil ghlormhor, agus uime sin 
iha e neo-chaochlaidheach sona; agus tha 
aonachd neosgaraichte an gradh nan naomh, 
na bhoisge dealrach dhe an aonachd spioradaii 
d tha eadar na pearsachan naomh ud : agus tha 
gradh gu gniomhach a co-chumadh aon anam 
ri anam eile, agus a* toirt air gloir gach aon de 
na naoimh a bhi ag ath-sh^irm chum an aoibh- 
neis uile. Tha leithid de chumhachd anns 
an teas-ghradh neamhaidh leis am beil sinne 
a' lasadh, 's gu 'm beil e a' leaghadh agus a co- 
mheasgadh ar anmannanann an aonachd iomlan, 
le gairdeachas a tha Ian de chaoimhneas, tha 
sonas na h-uile 'an so, mar gu 'm biodh e freag- 
arrach do gach aon fa letli, mar gu 'm biodh 



86 AN SAOGHAL A TA RI TEACHD : 

gach aon fa leth air an cuir an cridhe nan 
uile, agus na h-uile ann an cridhe gach 
aon fa leth ; agus gu cinnteach, far am beil 
gradh mar so, feumaidh e bhith gur mais' 
uile e. Agus cionnus is urrainn e bhith air 
doigh eile, o'n tha iad gu minig a' gabh- 
ail agus a' toirt graidh agus aoibhneas do 
each a ch^ile, anns a* cho-chomunn bheann- 
aichte so, ie co-ghniomhachadh aontachail de 
ghradh, agus le 'n cainnt 's an coluadar a tha 
cho milis. Smuaintich thus, Ephenetuis, air na 
cuirmean de thoileachas-inntinn agus de gridh 
a bhiodh aca eadhon na'n conaltradh 'san 
t-saoghal shios aig coinneamh chairdeach, 
chaidreach, mar tha iad ih\ie ri ch^ile, mar 
shlabhraidh tinne an glaic tinne air a deanamh 
suas de spioradaibh soillseach gniomhach, a 
greimeachadh agus a tarrainn an anmannan gu 
cheile ; agus ged nach 'eil cairdeas ddimhe 
*san t-saoghal shios gun fhuigeal fbtui^ 
fos tha beannachd a ghraidh a co-sheasamh na 
'n comhluadar; ach ge b' e sam bith ni a tha 
urramach ann an ckirdeas 'san t-saoghal, tha e 
*an so ann am foirfeachd ; agus ge b* e sanr; 
bith sal, a bha ann an daoine, do bhrigh an 
amaideachd agus an anmhuinneachd, tha sin gu 
buiieach air a chuir as an so. Tha 'n sluagh 
beannaichte a th' anns an ionad so, le gr^dh a 
tha cur thairis, ag ath-mheas nan sochairean 
spioradail, agus an doigh iongantach, air an do 
thoisioh beatha nan gras annta, 's mar a bha 
lad air an gleidheadh, agus air an toirt air a 
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n-aghaidh am measg bhuaireanan ; agus mar a 
bha trocairean a dlu-leanmhuinn a ch^ile an kra 
an dochais, agus a nis' an iomlanachd uile, an 
am dhaibh a bhi 'g an Ian mhealtainn. 

Nach cual thu fathast, Ephenetuis^ an ceol a 
tha araon naoimh agus ainglean a' deanamh 
timchioll na righ chathrach ? Agus mar tha 
iad uile a co-chuideachadh a ch^ile an km 
breth-buidheachas do Dhia, air son gu 'n d' rinn 
e iad 'nan creutairean reusanta, a tha araon 
comasach a ghradhachadh agus a mheahainn, 
*nuair a dh' fhaodadh e an deanamh nan 
creutairean tkireil diblidh, agus air son a 
ehuraim iochdmhor, blligheil, agus an fhreasdaii 
sp^iseil mu 'n timchioll anns an t-saoghal ; ach 
gu h-araidh air son a thrbcair shonraichte 'na 
ard-uachdaranachd, gu *n do do thagh c iad gu 
bhi nan soitheichean onair, agus gu 'n do shaor 
e iad le ghras cumhachdach o dhaorsa mhasUich 
an-iochdmhor a' pheacaidh, agus air son a shaor 
ghraidh, leis an d' rinn e am f ireanachadh o 
chiont am peacaidh uile le bas aon ghin Mhic, 
Bgus a nise gu 'n ghloraich e iad maille ris fein ? 
Cha n-eil sinne a' gabhail sgios, Ephenetuis, 
agus cha mho a ghabhas sinn sglos gu 
brkth, de'n obair sholasaich so ; ach tha sinn 
do ghna 'ga bheannachadh air son a throcair, a 
tha siormhaireannach ; seadh, tha na cherubim 
agus na seraphim sgiathach a tha timchioll na 
righ-chathrach, a' ghlaodhaich r'a ch^ile ann 
an cuir an c6ill an dealais agus an gairdeachais 
le a bhi cuimhnachadh a dhealradh agus a 
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chumhachd bhith bhuan, agus gloir a mhaith- 
eis. Agus, O, cia do-labhairt taitneach 's a 
tha an co-sh6irm so! air do gach anam cebl 
mhor binn a blii toirt an cuir fein fa leth docheol 
iomlan nam flaitheas. O ged nach cluinneadh 
iadsan a th* anns an t-saoghal sh^os ach ath- 
sh^irm mhic-talla nan bran so leis am beil talla 
nan neamh a co sb^irm, agus leis am bheil na 
naoimh a* deanamb caithream le fior mholadh, 
agus ie aoradb duracbdach do Rigb nan 
spiorad I Cia mar a lasadb e an tograidbean 
cbum a bbi 'nan comunn san. 

Ach a tbuilleadb air na buiie sonas a tba *g 
^iridh dbuinn o ar n-eolas air ar ckirdean, ar 
ciiineadh,iigus air arlucbd-daimbe^ agus an solas 
a tba sinn a* faotainn o cbo-cbomunn ri Dia, 
agus ri cacb a cb^ile, ann an so. Tba e dbom- 
sa 'na sonas ro mbor, Epbenetuis, gu *m beil 
mi anns an ionad so, gu b-iomlan a* tuigsinn 
diombaireacbdan domhainn dorcba nan Sgriob- 
turan, nacb bu nkv leis an lucbd-teagaisg 
a b' f bogblumte a bb anns an t-saoghal 
shios, aideacbadb nacb robb iad comasach an 
tuigsinn gu b- iomlan; acb an deigb na h uile 
saotbair agus dicbioU a rinn iad gu ro-dbian 
cbum an rknnsacbadb, b' eigin daibb suidb sios, 
mar rinn an t-Abstol mor (Rom. xi. 3.) ann an 
iongantas ris an doimhne sin, nach ruigear 
gubr^tbiocbdar. Agus 's^igindomb aideacbadb, 
gu 'm beil e 'na sbolas gle mhor learn a nis* 
gu 'm beil mi a' tuigsinn na b-earrannan diomh- 
air sin de na sgriobturan naomha, a db'oidbeirp- 
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ich tiolpairean ro chomasach, agus luchd- 
rainichidh ro f hbghlumte, f hoillseachadh, ach a 
tha fathasd a dh'aindeoin na rinn iad, na 
dhiomhaireachd dhaibh-san a th' anns an 
t-saoghal shios : 's cha mhath is urrainn e a 
blii air mhodh eile, a thaobh 's nach urrainn iad 
a thuigsinn cbo birdheirc *s a tha gach earrann 
fa-letli de na sgriobturan a' freagradh ri uine 
gach neach fa leth, agus gach freasdal 's 
na runaich an t-Ughdar uile-fhaicsinneach an 
cleachdadh ; nithe a tha uile soilleir dhuinn 
an so,uime sin thasinn a' faicinn an co-ch6rdadh 
iomlan a tha eadar na cuibhrionnan sin dhe na 
sgriobturan, bu mho a hha iad-san a meas an 
aghaidh a ch^ile 's an t-saoghal shios. Ann an 
80, Ephenetuis, tha ceistean doilleiran Fhreas . 
dail, air an Ian mhineachadh dhuinne, a rinn 
eadhon daoine ma tha f(§in a bhuaireadh gu ro 
thric air an talamh gu bhi cuir an teagamh, 
an dbigh air an robh Dia a* riaghladh an domh- 
ain, 'nuair a bha cruaidh chasan agus geur- 
leannmhuinn na muinntir shubhailceach, agus 
nan neo-chiontach coltach ra bhi taitneach 
am fianais an Ti a tha cirnadh suas saoirbhreis 
orra-san a bha 'nan nkimhdean ciontach dhaibh. 
Tha sinn an so Ikn dhearbhte gu 'm beil na 
nithe a mheasadh mi-righailteach, (agus a bha 
na cinnich a cuir as leth ban-dia eatrom f haoin, 
cha n-e a rahain a co-sheasamh ri ceartas agus 
ri maitheas Dh^, ach gur iad, dearbh thoradh 
nam buadhan ud. Agus ged a tha leithid 
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SO do chreideimh, air a meas san t-saoghal 
shios le daoine beachdaii na earrainn mhor de 
dh* fhein-aicheadh, gidheadh an so tha e a 
taisbeineadh dhuiune cho ceart *8 a tha iadsan 
'ga mheas deacair. 

Oir dh' innis Bildad dhuinn o chian, (fear do 
luchd-combfhurtachd mi-chaoimhneii lob,) ach 
gidheadh a bha 'n deagh riin dha, " Nach eil 
iadsan a th' air an talamh ach mar o 'n d6, 
agus nach aithne dhaibh a bheag, achionn gu'm 
beil an laithibh an sin mar sgaile." Agus 
a chionn *s nach ceadaich giorrad agus diom- 
buaineadh am beatha dhaibh fuireach fada ni's 
leoir na'n luchd-amhairc air an talamh, 's nach 
fhaic iad mar is fhaide ach sealladh no dha 
dhe na chieasachd mhoir sin, a tha 'n cinne • 
daonna ag iomairt ann an taigh-cluich' an 
t.saoghail, cha n-eil e naiongantas ged a bhiodh 
lad ullamh gu 'm bairealan fein a smuainteach- 
adh mu fhear-deiibh na h innleachd, 's nach 
aithne dhaibh aon chuid a thoiseach no *dheir. 
eadh : ach an uair a bhitheas sebl riaghlaidh 
freasdal D^ air f hoillsechadh, mar a tha e an 
so, oir tha gach uile chaochladh tha teachd air 
duthachan, air rioghachdan, air teaghlaichean, 
agus air daoine fa leth, agus ris am beil daoine 
bllsmhor, cho ullamh gu bhi a connsachadh, ann 
ar beachd-ne *anso, cho ceart, cho feumail,agus 
cho trathail, 's a thachair iad sud uile, 's gu 'm 
beil na dearbh nithc sin a bha ga 'r buaireadh, 
'm feadh a bha sinn 'san t-saoghal shios, gu Dia 
^icheadh, 'an *^o a uix^* a' toirt fath dhuinn ^u 
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bbi *ga chliuthachadh; agus gu dearbh, cha 'n 
eil e cbo ceart a radh gu 'm beil sinn air ar 
s&sacbadh, 's a tha e gu 'm beii sinn gu dian 
airarn*'^igneaehadh, le mais* agus le gliocas a 
fhreasdail. 

Ach, Ephenetuis, a bharr air freasdal coit- 
cheann Dhe, agus a ghliocas oirdheirc leis 
am beil e ga 'ni fiosrachadh rau 'n robii mi a 
labhairt, tha sinn an so, gu sonraichte air ar 
togail suas le iongantas, agus le taingealachd, 
air son gu 'n do tho'lich e Dia 'na mhathas, 
f hoiilseachadh dhuinne, an t-aobhar air son^am 
beil e fiosrachadh gach aon fa leth le fhreasdal. 
O, Ephenetuis ! chunnaic raise, do 'ra thaobh 
f(6in, ni h-e mhain cho feumail agus cho ceart, 
ach eadhon cho iochdmhor, 's a bha na dearbh 
amhgharan leis an robh mi air m' f hiosrachadh, 
agus a bha mi aon uair a cuir as leth a gheur 
an-iochd san ; ach a nis' tha mi dearbh- chinnt- 
each, nach dh' fhuair mi buille anns an t- 
saoghal (agus is urrainn thus innse, Ephentuis, 
gu 'n d' fhuair mi iomadh buille, agus mbr an- 
shocair) ni bu luaithe, ni bu truime, no ni bu 
mhairtheanaiche, na bha an t-aobhar air son 
an smachdaicheadh mi 'g agairt : agus tha mi 
dearbh chinnteach nach robh mo dhochas riamh 
air a mhealladh, ach ann an daighnachadh mo 
choir air nithe ni b' f hearr no na nithe sin ris 
an robh mo dhuil. Ni mo bha mo bhuannachd 
(no CO dhiu na mheas mise mar sin) air a 
dhochann riamh, ach an uair a bha e ni bu mho 
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gu biiannachd an ni a bha d'a rireadh na 
bhuannachd dhoroh. Tha, Ephenetuis, tha 'n 
dbrchadas mi-taitneach a bha cuartachadb mo 
thuigse ghearrsheallaich, air an talamh an 
so air caitbeamh as, dh' f halbh e leis a' cheud 
boisgeadb de *n latha dhealrach bhith.bhuan 
so, far am beil fosgladh gach cruaidh-cheist, 
a bha sarachadh mo chreideimh, agus 'ga 
chumail an cleachdadh air an talamh, a nis* air 
a dheonachadh dhomh mar dhuais. 

Ann an so, Ephenetuis, gu bhi a* co-dhunadh, 
th»sinn, cha n-e a mhkin a comhradh ri naoimh 
agus ri uinglean, ach ris an Dia sin a tha gu 
mor ni*s glorrahoire no iadsan, an Ti a rinn 
rad a ni a tha iad, gun e f<gin idir a lughd:)ch- 
adh : 'us cha n.e a mhkin gu 'm beil sinn a 
sealbhachadh nam flaitheas an so, ach tha 
sinn a mealltainn Dh^, an Ti a cliruthaich iad; 
agus tha sinn 'ga f haicimi mar a tha e, an TI 
gur e ar n-Uile ann.> na h Uile; anns am beil 
na h-uile math do'm beil speis againn anns na 
creutairean, ni*s ro ard-urramaich' agus ni *s 
coimhlionta na tha grian dhealrach an latha' 
toirt barr airrionnagan drisleach nah-oidhche ; 
oir tha sinn 'an so, air ar togail suas ann am 
meorachadh agus ann am mealtainna chusbair- 
ean glbrmhor (aig am beil na h-uile mais- 
ealachd a tha sinn a meas luachmhor anns na 
creutairean, air an tional agus air an sgaoileadh) 
air chor is gu'm bi lintean dokireamh na bith- 
bhuantachd ro ghoirid air son cuid de arn'uine 
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a bhuileachadh air sblasan inntmn sam bith eile, 
ach na tha so f(§in a gintinn annainn, sonasan a 
tha cho lionmhor agus cho iomlaii's nach eil sinn 
a miannachadh ni sam bith nach eil againn, 
ach tuilleadh theangannangubhi s^inn'tuiUeadh 
molaidh do'n Dia bheannaichte, no comasan 
ni*s farsainne, gu bhi *g locadh ui's ni5 de 
thaingealachd dha air sod na th' againn : agus 
tha e gu caoimhneil a' tabhairt freagradh d' ar 
n' iarrtasaojoir cha luaithe tha iad air an gintinn 
no tha iad air am freagradh. Oir 's gann is 
aithne do luchd-^iteachaidh nan ionadan deal- 
rach so uireasbhuidh sam bith eile, ach miann 
durachdach ; air do shonas iomlan ar staid a 
bhi g'ar cur ann am fonn taitneach, togarrach, 
le bhi 'tabhairt dhuinn Ian shealbh roilaimh 
de ar n-iarrtasan uile. Tha*n iiine ann an so col- 
tach ris an teine, air dha na h-uile ni a giilac- 
as e a sgrios, tha e fk-dheoigh air caitheamh as 
e f(§in, agHS mar sin a ruith a mach ann an 
siorruidheachd. Agus tha ar solasan an so, 
de a leithid do ghn^ is ged a th^id miltean de 
bhliadhnaibh thairis's gu'n saoilte gu 'm fksadh 
iad ni bu shine, le bhi air am mealtainn re cho 
liugha linn, gidheadh tha iad a buanachadh cho 
taitneach agus cho ur 's a bha iad air tds : 'se 
buaidh shonraichte ar sonas gu 'm beil e do 
ghnk an ni ceudna> agus gidheadh nuadh. 

Tha ar sonas cho mor an so, is nach eil 
feum air nithe eugsamhail gu bhi cur ris, no gu 
mheudachadh,agusna'm biodh e coraasach tuilU 
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eadii solais a' cbuir ris be barrach eolais air Dm, 
an ceud chusbair ; coltach ris an daoimein 'san 
t-saoghal iochdrach, anns am beil iomadh gne 
shoillse le thionndaidh gu trie Tba shamhuil 
sin ann an Dia (ma dli* f haodas mi chainnt a 
chleachadb,) tha cho liugha soillse de dh'aon 
ghne ann, 's gu 'm beii »r n-iarrtasan araon air 
an s^achadh agus air an gintinn ie bhi/ga 
mhealtainn-san, air ar sksachadh gun a bhi 
s^saichte, agus ar niarrtasan air an gin gun a 
bhi 'g ionndrainn. 

Tha toiUinntinnean eile coltach ris an aodach 
is gna le daoine a bhi caitheamh, a f4s grod, 
agus gu h-aithghearr a teireachdainn ; ach tha 
na sonasan a tha sinn a sealbhachadh an so, 
coltach ri trusganaibh sonraichte nan Is- 
raelitich 's an fhksach, nach robh air an caith- 
eamh le bhi fad am feum ; ach mar shnkthad 
cumpaist a* mharaiche a bheanas aon uair ris a 
chloich-iiiil 's nach tr^ig i tuille da dheoin, 'us 
an deigh do dh' iomadh linn a dhol thairis, 
'sann a tha idluthachadh ni's deinne rithenobha 
i 'nuair a bhuin i rithe air tus, 's amhail a 
tha 'n sluagh beannaicht' an so a sealbhachadh 
an sonasaibh leis an aon annas sheasmhach, mar 
gu 'm b' e na huile tiotadh a* cheud ^m 's na 
ghabh iad sealbh orra. 

Agus mar eil ar sonas a fks air dhuinn a 
bhi *ga mealtainn, theagamh gur ann do bhrlgh 
's gu 'm beil e cho ro mhur is nach comasach 
dha fas ni 's mo : no mu tha e comasach da V 
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solasibh f^s ni 's mb, 'sann a tha iad a' faotainn 
sin mar an ceudna o 'n dearbhachd a th' 
againn, gu*m bi sinn a blasad orra gu siorruidh, 
agus 'g an ath-shealbhachadh as ur gu trie fad, 
linne na bith-bhuantachd sin, a tb' air a dean- 
amh ionmhuinn dhuinne l^is an f hois shuaimh- 
neach a iha sinn a* mealtainn, chum is gu 'n 
gnkthaich sinn i ann an cur an c6ill moladh 
lehobhaih ; agus mar leasachadh ri sonas na 
foise so, gu 'm beil sinn le sin seachad air olc 
a cbuir an ghniomh, no fhulang. An aon 
f hacal, tha ar solasan, do-thraighte an so cho 
do kireamh, agus cho neo-criochnach, 's gu 'm 
feum sinn (mar a bhios againn) bith-bhuantachd 
fi§in chum blasad orr' uile. 

Ach tha mi cuimhneachadh, Ephenetuis^ 
gu 'm beil thu fathast anns a* cholainn, agus 
gu 'n sgithich thu theagamh do bhi 'g 6isd- 
eachd na nithe sin a b' annsa leamsa bhi 'g 
aithris gu siorruidh, aig ro mheud an t-sonais a 
tha mi mealtainn, agus cho ro thaitneach 's 
a tha 'n t-iomradh. Uime sin, cha dean mi 
luaidh ach air aon bhuaidh eile, de 'n t-sonas 
a tha sinn a' sealbhachadh : agus 'se sin, nach 
eil an t-kireamh mbr de dh* anmannan beann- 
aichte a tha na 'n luchd comh-pairt do 'n aoibh- 
neas, agus do 'n ghlbir so, idir a lughdaehadh 
cuibhrionn iomchaidh gach neach fa leth, no 
beagachadh an coirshealbh a th' aig gach 
naomh sona fa leth ann : oir tha 'n cuan solais 
a tha'n so cho neo-chriochnach, 's nach urraino 
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cuideachd do-aireamh nan naomh agus nan 
aingeal gu brath a thrkghadh ; is (.ha neil so 
idir iongantach, oir anns ant-saoghal shlos 's am 
bell cho liugha duthaich mhor, agus moran 
dhiu air an dealacKadh o ch^ile le cuaintean 
fursainn, gidheadh tha gach dutliaich fa leth 
dhiu araon a' sealbhachadh solus na gr^ine; 
's cha n-eil a h-aon a* gearan gu 'm beil ro 
bheag soluis aige do brigh 's gu 'm beii e aig 
neach eile, ach tha na huile a th' air aghaidh 
an domhain *ga shealbhachadh cho iomlan 's 
ged nach biodh e aig neach sam bith eile ach 
aca fein a mhain. Is fior gu 'm beil an 
t-eadardhealachadh so eadar Grian na Fir- 
EANTACHD agus grian an t-saoghail : tha grian 
an t-saoghail a toirt dubh-sgkil air gach reuU- 
iuil eile (a tha 'ga cbmhdachadh) le 'dears- 
adh, ach 's ann a tha Grian na FIreantachd, 
ged a tha dealrachadh le greadhneachas ni's 
ro mho gu mor, le 'Ikthaireachd a' comh- 
pairteachadh a dhealradh d' a shuagh naomha; 
agus 's amhail a tha Abstol mor nan cinneach 
ag innseadh dhut, far am beil e *g radh, 
" Nuair a dh* f hoillsaichear Criosd, neach a 
'se ar beatha-ne, an sin bithidh sinne mar an 
ceudna air ar foillseachadh mar ris ann an 
gloir." 

*Se cainnt gach an am beannaicht r'a Fhear- 
3aoridh, *< Is le Fear mo ghriidh mise, agus is 
leamsa Fear mo ghraidh ;'' oir tha coir thagraidh 
shonraicht aig gach aon fa leth air. Agus tha 
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Daibhiflh (a bha ra' linn ftin cho fileant* 
air seinn oraiian molaidh d* a Fhearsaoraidh) 
ag rkdh mu 'n timchioll-san uile a tha cur 
an dochais an Dia, " gu 'n sasaich e iad 
gu mor le saill a theach, agus a abhainn a shol- 
asaibh gu 'n toir e orr' 61 gn pailt :" mar gu 'm 
biodh e 'cumail amach 'nuair a dh' olas kir- 
eamh mor de shluagh as an aon abhainn, agus 
gun iad a bhi comasach a traghadh, agus gidh. 
eadh Ian chomas aig gach aon dhiu an skth bl, 
no urrad sa b' iirrainn e ged nach biodh neach 
eile *g 61 as ach e fein : mar sin ge b' e sam 
bith a tha mealtainD Dhe, tha e ga mheal- 
tainn gu h-iomlan, na co dhiu cho iomlan a r^ir 
a chomais, *s ma tha bheag air aicheadh dha 
de shealbh an D^, gur ann, do bhrigh ro mheud 
glbir *a chusbair a tha e air a thoirmeasg, agus 
cha n-ann do thaobh na tha 'cho luchd-sealbh- 
achaidh ga mealtainn. 

Mar so Ephenetuis, thug mi cunntas ghearr 
dhut mu ar Canaan Neamhaidh ; ged is fior, 
nach eil na thubhairt mi na mhiPearrann dhe na 
dh' f haodadh a bhi air a radh, gidheadh 's leoir 
e gu leigeadh ris dhut gur tir e tha sruthadh 
le mil agus bainne ; agus faodaidh e bhi ni's 
leoir chum t' iarrtas a gheurachadh gu eolas 
fiosrachail ni*s ro tharbhaich' fhaighinn air ; 
oir cha 'n urrainn eblas iomlan a bhi aig neach 
sam bith air an t-sonas a tha sinne a* mealtainn 
an so, gus an tig iad gu bhi nan luchd-comb- 
pairt dheth. 

* 

G 
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Ephenet, Air do dh' lunius coir crioch a chiir 
air an ur-iomradh urramach so, thug mi taing 
dha, agus thuirt mi ris, gu 'n robh mi gu 
cinnteach cho fada bbo bhi sgith's gur ann a bha 
mi 'gabhaii mor thlachd ann a bhi *g eisd- 
eachd a sheanachais, a bharrachd air na dh' 
f h^^hlum mi leis ; agus nach b* urra mi aeh a 
bhi ro thoilichte 'g eisdeachd min-chunntas 
mu 'n t-sonas sin, a bha mi *n dochas tre 
thoillteanas anabarrach mbr m' Fhir-saoraidh 
beannaichte, de am bithinn an uine ghearram' 
f hear comh-pairt. 

Junius. 'Sea bhi feitheamh le creideamh 
agus foighidean, ars' lunius, gus am bi do 
chorp bksmhor air a leagadh sios, is obairdhut 
a nis' : agus an deigh sin bithidh fios agad air 
mbran a bharr air na dh'innis mise dhut. 
Cluinnidh tu, agus chithu, agus aithnichidh tu 
nithe an sin, air doigh ni's soilleire no tha thu 
*deanamh aig an ^m so. Cha n-eil do chluas- 
an air an deanamh freagarrach fathast chum 
a bhi 'g eisdeachd nan oran fonnmhor binn 
a tha naoimh agus aiuglean a' seinn fa choir na 
righ chathrach, 's cha mhb is urrainn do theanga 
na h-6ranan molaidh tha 'n sluagh beannaichte 
daonnan a' deanamh an so aithris. Cha n- 
urrainn do shuilean (ged a tha iad air an neart- 
achadh ni's mo no suilcan corporr' eile) amh- 
arc fathast air dealradh na ghloire sin a tha lion- 
adh an ionaid shona so ; ged is eigin dhomh 
aideachadh gu 'n tug na chunnaic thu beachd- 
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an ni's iomchaidh dhut mu nithe neamhaidh, 
no 's urrainn a bhi aca-san uile tha chomh- 
naidh air an tialamh ; ni tha na shochair clio 
mor agus cho do labliairt, is g\i *m beil deagh 
aobhar agad a' bhi 'g ardachadh mbr ghean 
math an ti sin is ann tre shaibhreas a dheagh- 
ghean a bha thus' air do cheadachadh gu teachd 
an so. 

Ephenet, Cha *n urra mi (arsa mise) toiseach. 
adh air an obair bheannaichte sin tuilleadh as 
luath ; agus is obair i tha mi *g earbsa air nach 
tig ciioch gu brath, ach a bhitheas cho mair- 
eannach ris an ughdar fein. Ach^ luniuis, 
o'n bha mi cho sona *s gu 'n robh an coluadar 
so agam riut-sa, nach faod mi mo mhathair 
fhaicinn an so mar an ceudna, oir tha mi 
cinnteach gu 'm beil i measg an t-shluaigh 
bheannaichte. Is nioch a theagaisg i mise ann 
an nithe Dhe, agus thug i orm na Sgriobturan 
Naomh' a' ieughadh na h-uile latha : 'be 
h-earalan crabhach a thug orm air tus sealltainn 
an deigh nithe neamhaidh, agus bithbhuan- 
tachd ; agus air a leabaidh liais thug i aithne 
dhomh (ge b* e sam bith n'a dheanadh muinn- 
tir eile) gn 'n deanainn-se s^irbhis do 'n Tigh- 
earna. Tha mi cinnteach gu 'ni biodh i ro 
thoiliciite m' fhaicinn anns an kite so. 

luniuis* Tha do mhikthair, Ephenetuis, ann an 
so gu 'n amharas, agus ni i gun teagamh uaill 
agus gairdeachas ann an Dia air do shonsa, mar 
a tha i do ghnk a' deanamh air a son fein ; ach 
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anns an ionad shona so, tha gach d&imhe 
gaoghalt' air sgur; 's cha n eil " firionn agus 
boirionn *an so, ach tha na h-uile mar na h-aing- 
lean," agus uime sin tha na h-uile cho-cheangal 
cairdeach 'an so air an slugadh suas an Dia ; 
cO'dhiu, chi thu ise ris an abradh tu do mathair 
'san t saoghal shios an ceart-uair. 

Cha luaithe a labhair e, na ghlac e air liimh 
mi agus ni bu luaithe gu mcr na saighead o 
bhogha, chaidh sinn seachad air iomadh c^^uth 
dealrach, a bh' air an sgeudachadh le trusgain 
neo'hhasmhor^ agus bha iad, mar gu 'm biodh 
iad, fo iognadh air dhaibh mise fhaicinn a' dol 
seachad orra, do bhrigh, mar shaoil Ieam>sa, 
gu*n robii mi air mo chbmhdach' le luideagan 
boclida, groda na basmhorachd. Ach air do 
dh'Iunius mo thabhairt a dh'ionnsaidh mo mhk. 
thar, (oir shaoil leam gum b'i bh' ann^ ged nach 
robh i ach mar chruth dealrach) thuirt e rium. 

luninis, Beannachd leat, Ephenetuis ! rinn 
mise nise na dh' iarr thu orm, agus bithidh 
t'aingeaUiuil agad an ceart-uair, gu do threor- 
achadh a rithist airt-ais do'n t-saoghal shios; 
agus ciiimhnich, an uair a ruigeas tu 'n t-kite 
sin, nnch sguir thudo chuiran c6ill iongantasan 
cumhachdacha ghraidhdhiadhaidh achuir suas 
le t'anmhuinneachd ann an tomhas cho mbr, 
's gu 'n tug e comas dhut teachd do *n ionad 
so, agus a bhi 'g amharc le d' shuilean corporra 
glbir neo-chorporra na muinntir beannaichte. 
Ephenet Air do dh' Junius oirdeirc m' f hkgal, 
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chaidh mi ball dhireach adir ionusaidh a chruth' 
dhealraich a sheas fa m* chomhair, cruth a bha 
air a cuartachadh le boisgeannan de lainnir cho 
soiliseach, 's gu 'n robh e anabarrach glormiior 
'n am shealladh-sa. 'Sgann a b' urra mi amli- 
arc air le ciio ro dhealrach 's a bha *ghnuis 
(cho dbiu' shaoil leam-sa sin,) a cbionn 's 
gu'n dhearc mi air ni bu durachdaich na 
dh' amhairc mi air Eliah, no air lunius uasal: 
ach anns a' bharail gum b'i mo mhlthair a bh' 
ann, labbair mi mar so : — ^' A mhkthair 
ionmhuinn, tha mi ro thoilichte t' fhaicinn air 
do chomhdachadh leis an trusgan dhealrach sin 
de ghloir, mar aon de luchd-kiteachaidh nan 
ionadan beannaichte so de shonas agus de neo- 
bhasmborachd.'' 

Mdtkair* Ephenetuis mo ghrkidh (ars mo 
mhkthair rium)^ air son mar tha mi, gun robh 
na h-uile cliu agus gloir do*n Ti sin a tha 'na 
shuidhe air an rlgh chathair agus do'n Uan, oir 
is Esan a mhain a rinn mise an ni tha mi nise. 
An trusgan gloire tha thu faicinn umamsa cha 
n-eil ann ach ath-fhaileas dhe a bhoisgeanean 
dealrach iiSinI O Ephenetuis! mar deanadh 
losa naomha, ar Fear-saoraidh a ta siorruidh 
beannaichte, mis' a chbmhdachadh air tiis 
le trusgan fireantachd, cha chuirinn gu 
brath an trusgan gloire so umam. Cha n-eil 
mi 'feoraich dhiot, Ephenetuis cionnas a fhuair 
thu comas teachddo'n ionad so; oir fhuair 
mi cunntas iomlan cheana mu thimchioll, o 
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Eliah, agus feumaidli mi aideachadh gu 'n 
robh irioslachd na diadhachdanabarrach mbrdo 
d' thaobh leis a' chomas so thoirt dhut ; agus 
air son sin gu 'n robh cliu siiiorruidh do Dhia. 
O Epiienetuis ! cia cbo lionmhor 'sa tha na 
cunnartan tro' am bell an caoimhneas neamli- 
aidh a' toirt anmannan chum gloire ! Cha 
n-urrainnmismuaineachadhaira'ghr^dhdhiadh- 
aidh ach leis na beachdan is ro ionmholta : 
cho fagus sa bha mi aon uair air sgrios 
siorruidh! bha mi aon uair " ainniseach, agus 
dall, agus lomnochd; air mo thilgheadh a mach 
chum gr^in m' anma, agus am' laidhe salach 
'n am' f huil is *n am*shalcharfi§in:" ach O! an 
caoimhneas saibhir a nochdadh dhom-sa anns 
an staid thruaigh, bhronaich ud, agus gidheadh 
rinn e dhomhs e na am grkidh, <* dh* ionnlaid 
e mi o' m shalchar uile, agus ghlan e mi o m' 
pheacaiman I" Bha mi aon uair 'n am dhorch* 
adas uile, ach, O mhiorbhuile shona! tha mi 
nise lau de sholus, agus de ghrkdh, agus de dh' 
aiteas: bha mi aon uair ainniseach agus truagh, 
ach a nise tha mi air mo dheanamh saibhii 
leis na h-uile ni is urrainn na flaitheas a thabh- 
airt, no is urra* mi ghabhail : bha mi aon uair 
lomnochd agus fosgailtedo naire,ach tha mi nis' 
air mo chbmhdachadh agus air mo dheanamh 
mhaiseach le trusgan soluis agus le glbir. 
Bha mi aon uair fo bhinn sgaraidh bhith- 
bhuan o'n 12^thaire<\chd dhiadhidh, ach a nise 
tha mi meattainn Dh^, an Ti gur e nihkin 
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nio hbeatha, ra' aoibbneas, agus mo mhath is ro 
airde. () cia cho taitneach *s a tha e dhomh-sa a 
bhi skmhlachadh na h-inbhe so a la cho fada an 
aghaidh a ch^ile! Agus O cia cho tlachdmhor 
sa tha latha dealrach na bith-bhuantachd an 
deigh oidhche cho dorch agus cho doinnion- 
ach! Cia mar a tha beb fhaireachadh air na 
h-uilc ud a chaidh seachad a' toirt mothachaidh 
dhomh, air ro mheud an tsonais a ta mi nis' 
a' mealtainn ! agus tha so a' deanamh na h- al- 
leluia bith-bhuan a tha mi seinn d' am Fhear- 
saoraidh buadhach, ni*s ro thaitnich' agus ni's 
ceolmhoire. 

Ephenet. Feumaidh mi aideachadh gu 'n 
robh ioghnadh orm 'nuair chunnaic mi mo 
mhkthair ann am fbnn cho aighearach agus cho 
naomha ; agus cha b' urrainn mi gun a radh, 
'' O mhathair ionmhuinn I tha thu 'labhairt 
coltach ri aon a tha do rireadh arms na flaitheas, 
agus aig am beil mothachadh air na solasan 
cumhachdach a tha thu sealbhachadh." 

Malkair, O Ephenetuis ! cha tigeadh dhut a 
bhi smuaineachadh gu *m beil so neo«ach. 
'S e oibre cumhachdach iongantach a ghriidh 
agus a ghrais neamhaidh a bhitheas na chus- 
bair orain dhuinn gu siorruidh. 'S cha mho 
thigeadh dhut " mo mathair" a rkdh rium-s* 
an so, ged a bha mi mar sin aon uair; oir tha 
leithid sin de chkirdeas air teireachdainn an 
so, agus tha na h-uile air an slugadh suas 
an Dia. T) is e Athair mor an teaghlaich 
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n^amhaidb uile: agus innseam dhut, Epbeoe- 
tuis,gu*m beil thu gu mbr ni 's dilsedhoin-sa,do 
bhrigh *s gu 'm beil tbu grAdhachadh an Tigb- 
earna agus beo 'na eagal, agus tre cbreidcimh 
'nad* leanabh uchd-mhacaicbte, na tha tbu mar 
mhac a bb' air do bhreith o m' chorp sa. 'S e 
ar tiodhlac is ro mho an so, gu 'm beil Dia 
againn 'na tbobar sonnis, agus gur ann da 
thrid.san agus ann-san a tha sinn a s^albbacli- 
adh gach ni, an T) sin a tha na chusbair 
cho freagarrach air na h-uile doigh do ur 
comasaibh is ro fharsuinne gu leir, *s gu 'm beil 
sinn, le bhi 'ga mhealtainn-san, a' mealtainn 
nan uile ni is urrainn sinn iarraidh no smuain 
eachadh. 

Ephenet Dh' fhcoraieb mi rithe an sin. an 
innsinn d*i ciamar dh' fhkg mi m' athair agus 
mo bhraitbrean 's an t-saoghal shlos an uair a 
bha mi air mo thogaii suas an so. 

Mathair. Fhreagair i, 'g radh, <' cha n-eil mi 
'g iarraidh naigheachd mar sin, o*n chuir 
mi dhiom a' cholainn chuir mi gach d^imh 
fheohnhor dhiom mar an ceudna: ann an so 
tha Dia uile anns na h-uile dhomh-sa^ agus clia 
n-eil ceile eile agam ach Fear-pbsda m' anraa, 
an ti sin is maiseiche na clann nan daoine 
agus a tha mhain cho taitneach 's gu 'n iarr- 
ainn e, is ni 'm beil luchd daimh' eile agam 
ach e. Is clainn aon Athar, agus is 
s^irbheisich aon Tighearna sinn uile an so, 
agus 's e sh^irbheis bheannaichte-san ar 
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saorsa' iomlan : agus air an son-san a dli 
riiag mi am dheigb 's an t-saoghal, dh' fhag 
mi iad ann an earbsa Dhe, an ti sin 'na tboil 
mhaith 's am beil mise sona» ge b' e sam bith *s 
a ill leis. Ach bitliidh mi subhach, agus ni mi 
g&irdeachas gu suilbhir, ma chl mi iad nan 
cighreachan air an oighreachd bheannaichte 
so: oir 'an sin bithidh mi dearbh-chinnteach 
gur e toil mhaith Dh6 gu 'm biodh iad mar sin. 
Ach ma th^id iad air an aghaidh a' deanamh 
seirbhis do dh* eascaraid an slainte, agus gu'n 
diull iad an deagh-ghean a tha 'nan tairgse, 
agus le sin gu 'm basaich iad 'nan as-creid- 
eamh, *an sin bithidh Dia air a ghlbrachadh, 
agus 'na cheartas, agus 'na gl6ir-san ni mise de 
ghna gairdeachas. Ach, Ephenetuis ionmh- 
uinn, do bhrigh 's gu 'm feum thusa dol sios 
a rithist do 'n t-saoghal iochdrach, cha *n 
urrainn thu do ghradh agus t' eud a chum gloire 
Dhi a chur air aghaidh, a nochdadh air modh 
ni *s taitniche dha, no ann a bhi deanamh do 
dhicheill chum am pilieadh o'n sligheachan 
aindiadhaidh : agus cha n-eil fios agad nach b'e 
sud aon de na criochan air son an robh an com- 
as sonraichte so air a thoirt dhut. 

Am feadh a bha mi mar so acomhradh ri mo 
mhdthair, chaidh cuideachd mhor seachad fa m' 
chomhair, air an sgeadachadh le trusganan fada 
geala, soilleir mar dhealradh na maidne, ni bu 
shoilleire gu mbr na ni sam bith a f huair an 
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t-ainin sin riamh, aig an robh air an cinn cruin- 
lean glbire, a bha soillseachadh le dealradh boisg- 
eil, agus gach aon dhiii a' giulau glieugan *nan 
deas lamhan mar cliomharradh air am buaidli; 
agus mar bha iad a dol seachad orm, chuala 
mi iad ag radb, <* Slainte d' ar Dia-ne a tha na 
shuidhe air an righ-ci^iathair, agus do 'n Uan !'' 
Agus bha cuideachd eiP ann, a bha 'g amharc 
ro ghlormhor, aig an robh an aghaidhean air an 
comhdachadh le*n sgiathan, buidheann a ghabh 
mise an riochd ainglean^ agus a thug freag- 
radh dhaibh-san ag radb, — '* Moladh, agus 
gliocas, agus buidheachas, agus urram. agus 
cumhachd, agus neart, gu robh d* ar Dia-ne 
tre uiie linntean na siorruideachd." Amen. 

Dh' f hebraich mi *n sin, c6 iad a' chuideachd 
mhor ud a bha air an sgeudachadh le culaidh- 
ean cho ro gheal, agus le pailm bhuadhach 
'nan lamhan ? Agus dh' innseadh dhomh gu*m 
bu chuideachd birdheirc de dh'-fhianaisean 
naomh* iad, a dh' fhuilig mor kmhghar 'san 
Usaoghal, agus a leag sios am beatha ** air son 
fhacail De,agus air son an f hianais a chum iad/' 
agus a nis* ** aig an robh an trusganan air an 
glanadh.ann am fuii an Uain, agus aig an 
robh pailm 'nan Ikmhan mar chomharradh 
buaidhe." — Dh' fheoraich mi 'n sin cia as a 
thainig iad, agus dh' innseadh dhomh gu 'n 
tainig iad o iochdar na h-altrach, far an robh 
iad a' glaodhaich, ** Cia f had, O ! Thighearna, 
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naoimh) agus f hirinnicli, gus an toir thu breith 
eanas agus an diol thu ar fuil-ne orrasan a tha 
cbbmhnaidh air an talamh ?" 

Ephenet* Shaoil learn sa gun robh a leithid 
de dh' fhois, agas de shuaimhneas, agus'de dh' 
aoibhneas aig na naoimh uile ann an Dia an 
so, is nach robh e ceadaichte dbaibh smuaintean 
dioghaltach sam bith a bhi aca d' an co-chreut- 
airean: agus 'se thug dhomh a bhi cho nior 'sa 
bharailsin, gu'n robh cho liugha dhiu'g urnaigh 
air son na muinutir a bha 'g an geur leanmh- 
uinn 's an t-saoghal shios^ eadhon aig bonn na 
croiche, agus am feadh a bha iad fo lamhan an 
luchd-casgairt ; agus is iongantach leam gu 'm 
biodb a' chkil mhacanta sin air a h-atharrachadh 
an so. 

Mdthair, Tha na naoimh gu firinneaeh a' 
niealtainn an so an fhois, agus an suaimhneas) 
agus an t- aoibhneas sin an Dia, agus se sin 
suim an sonais uile : ach air dhaibh iad fi^in a 
thoirt suas gUs h-iomlan do thoil mhaith Dh^ 
cha 'n urrainn iad ach a bhi durachdadh gu 
'm biodh toil D6 air a co-lionadh anns na 
h-uile ni ; agus, uime sin, air dhaibh fios a bhi 
aca gur e toil De ** 4mhghar a dhioladh orra- 
san a chuir an teanndachd iad," agus gu' m 
beil a riin air e f§in a ghlorachadh, ann a 
bhreitheanas a leagadh sios air an t striopaich 
ana-criosdail, a chuir i fein air mhisg le fuil nan 
naomh, agus fuil naomh-fhianaisean losa, cha 
n- urrainn iad ach a bhi 'g iarraidh gu *m biodh 
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toil D6 deanie, agus gu ^m biodli ainm-san air 
a ghlorachadh ; oir tha fios aca gur c so a' 
chnioch a th' aige aim an cur breitheanais an 
gniomli air an Ustriopaich mhbir : oir an 
uair a bhitheas Babilon air tuiteam,bit1iidh dran 
miadh air a chuir 'nam beul; agus an sin bitiiidh 
e air a rkdh, ** Dean gkirdeachas os a ceann, o 
neamh agus sibhse abstoil naomha agus f haidh- 
ean ! oir dhiol Dia sihiise oirre/' seadli, an sin, 
seinnidii iad, '' Aleluia, slainte, agus gloir, agus 
onair, agus cumhachd, do 'n Tigliearna ar Dia! 
oir is fior agus is cothromach a bhreitheanas ; 
oir thug e breth air an t-striopaich mhbir, a 
thruail] an talamh le *striopachas, agus dhiol 
e fuil a sheirbheisich figin air a Ikimh ; agus 
uime sin raolaibh ar Dia-ne sibhse uile is s^irbh- 
easich dha, agus air am beil eagalsan, eadar 
bheag agus mhbr T' agus a rithist sh^inn iad 
Aleluia. Mar sin cha n eil an glaodhaich fo'n 
altair I " Cia f had, O Thighearna. naomh 
agus fhirinnich, gus an diol thu ar fuii-ne 
orrasan a ta chomhnaidh air an talamh/* o 
iarrtas sam bith air son dioghaltais, ach a chum 
is gu 'm bi Dia air a ghl6rachadh air son a 
bhreitheanas firinneach. 

Ephenet Air dhomh innseadh dh'i gu*n 
robh mi Ian thoilichte le *freagradh, dh' iarr 
mi oirre innseadh dhomh ma bha na haum- 
annan beannaichte a tuigsinn nan gnothaich- 
ean a bh' air an cur an gniomh 'san t-saoghal 
shios, na'n robh buintinn sam bith aca riu. 
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Mathair, Thug i am freagradh so dhomh, 
's e 'n t-iomlan d* ar n-eoLis an so eolas a chuir 
air Dia, tobar ar sonais uile ; ach a thaobh 
cuisean gach aon fa leth 'san tsaoghal, cha 
n-eil gnothach againne riu, 's cha n-eil 
f hios againn ciod iad, air dhuinn a bhi crioch- 
naichte, ged a tha sinn uir ar glorachadh, ach a 
bhi Ikthair anns na h-uile kite, is buaidh 
shonraichte sin a bhuineas a mhkin do Dhia, 
<*an Tlaig am beil na h-uile creutair foilaiseach 
'na latliair." Ged a tha socair agus dochair na 
h-eaglais air an taiamh, ann a staid ainneart- 
aich air a nochdadh dhuinn ieis na h-ainglean, 
a th' air an cur a mach ^' *nan spioradan frith- 
ealaidh, chum frithealadh dhaibhsan a tha 'nan 
oighreachean air slEiinte ;" agus Ieis na tha 
sinn a' Bosrachadh uapsan tha sinn air ar 
brosnachadh gu bhi 'g ath-nuadhachadh ar 
cliu dba-san a tha 'na shuidhe air an righ- 
chathair, agus do 'n Uan gu siorruidh feadh 
gach linn. Oir is ann air freasdal urramach 
Dh^, ann an teasairginn agus ann an dion 
eaglais, a tha sinn ag amharc Ieis an tiachd 
agus Ieis an toil-inntinn is airde, agus a' moladh 
Dh6 air son sin Ieis an aiteas ghraidh is ro mhb, 
a' miannachadh mar an ceudna gu 'm biodh 
a ghioir-san agus sonas a phobuill, air an dean- 
amh iomlan le saorsa na h-eaglais uile, ni nach 
tachair gus an dean bean na bainnse x-^^m 
uUamh, agus gus am bi rorp diomhair Chriosd 
nir a dheanamh foirPe* 
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EpheneL Thubhairt mi 'n sin rithe nach 
fheoraichinn ach aon ui e\\^ (a tliaobh 's ^u 'n 
robh mi creidsinn gu 'n robh m' f hear-rfiil ull- 
amii gu tighinn ga'm iarraidh leis,) agiis is e 
sin, cionnus a bha iad a' gnathachadh na h-iiine 
san ionad ^ghmhor so, agiis ciod e bu cho- 
liiadar coitcheann dhaibh ri cdch a cheile. 

Mdihair. Fhreagair i mi *g r^dli, O Ephe- 
netuis I cia mar a tha *n neui sin do bbismhor- 
achd a tha thu giulan fathast mii 'n cuart dut 
na leth-trom air do thuigse, eadhon anns na 
h-ionadan, dealrach so ! tha thu 'labhairt umainne 
mar gu 'm biodh sinne fathasd air ar comh- 
dachadh le cuirp bhasmhor, agus cha n-eil thu 
'toirt fainear gu'm beii *< bksmhorachd air a 
shlugadh suas le beatha*' an so, agus gu 'm 
beil am ar atharrachaidh gu siorruidh gun 
tighinn gun chrioch. 'S tior gun amharas, 
gu'm beil moran uine anns an t.saoghal shlos, 
a th' air a roinn 'na uairean, na laithean, 
'na sheachduinean, 'na mhiosan, agus 'na 
bhliadhnachan ; ach cha n-eil a leithid sin idir 
'an so, ni mb tha bidhche ann leis am biodh 
laithean air an comharrachadh, no idir 
reulltan cuairt-shiubhlach chum ^manan na 
bliadhn' a riadhladh ; ach tha'n t-aon uine gun 
roinn de bhith-bhuantachd gun chrioch an 
so ; uime sin, Ephenetuis, cha n-eil uine r'a 
chaitheadh gu diomhain.san iMe so. 

Ach, a thaobh nah-earraimi eile de do cheist, 
Ciod e is cbmhradh coitcheann dhuinn Ka 
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ch^ile ? *se bith-bhuantachd a bheir freagrndh 
iomlan do *n cheist sin. Tha Di*s leoir de dli' 
obair againii uile ra dheaiiamh tre linntean 
do-aireamh na siorruidheachd, agus sin cho ro 
thaitneacli ngus cho toillteannach, is gu 'm 
beil e araon a' ginntin argairdeachais, agus do 
ghnk 'ga inheudachadh. Ciod e is mo tait- 
neas do 'n anam no eolas ? Agus faodaidh tu 
an sin gu luath a thuigsinn cho anabarrach 
fad' agus farsuinn 'sa tha 'n raon a t.h' againn' 
r'a sbiubhal. Agus mar a tha ar n.eulas a' fas, 
is amhuil sin a tha ar cliu d' an Ughdar dhiadh- 
aidh ; oir is e so ar sonas sonraichte, gu *m beil 
suidheachadh ar n-inntinnean uile anns an 
ionad so, ge b* e air bith seorsa, le run a 
bhi soilleireachadh ard-mholaidh agus cliu na 
Trionaid do-labhairt. 

Cia cho liugha de dh* iongantasan Dh§, Ephe- 
netuiS) a th'air am foillseachadh ann an oibre 
na cruitheachd anns an t-saoghal, agus a tha 
fathast 'nan laidhe falaichte agus gun a bhi air 
an tuigsinn leis an luchd-rannsachidh is saoith- 
reachaii! Cia iomadh ni a th' anns an t-saoghal, 
nach eil fhios agad sa cionnas a tha iad air an 
deanamh, gidheadh tha fhios agad gu ro mhath 
gu 'm beil iad deanta! C6 is urrainn innse 
cionnus a tha craobh a' fifts o ghrainein sil, na 
fluran neonach iomadhathach a' cinntinn air 
cuiseig duaicnaidh meinbh, gun sgeimh sam 
bith ? Agus gidheadh, tha e soilleir n'as leoir 
gum beil sud a' tachairt. 
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Tha*n t-aobhar mu'm beil sndthad cumpaisd 
a mharaich* a' ruith gu ard na cloich iuil, ugus 
mar thogas at t'Omar sraibhean o'n talamh na 
dhiomhaireachd a tha cuir boile air tuigse nan 
daoine basmhor* is geur-chuisicli ged a tha e 
soilleir dhaibh gu'm beil iad mar sud a dluth- 
achadh r a cii^ile. Tha na nithe ud uile air an 
deanamh so-thuigseach dhuinne an so, agus 
iha.na criochan diomhair air son am beil iad, 
fosgailte d' ar beachd ; mar an ceudna 'g ar 
gluasad suas chum a bhi le h-irioslachd nuadh 
a* cliuthachadh agus a moladh Dh6, a tha cho 
oirdhearc an gniomh. 

Agus a rithist, tha ro mheud iongantach agus 
cochordadh riaghailteach nan reulltan neamh- 
aidh sin (a bhaspeuradairean baotha gu dhiomh- 
ain a gabhail os-lkimh a bhreathuRchadh), air 
am foillsachadh an so do' n t-sluagh bheann- 
aichte araon le 'n criochaibh agus le *n ^ifeachd, 
agus tha so g' ar lionadh leis an ioiihnadh is 
mo, chum a bhi cliuthachadh an Dia a tha 
siorruidh beannaichte, air son oibribh iongan- 
tach uile. 

Cha n-e gu 'm beil an t-eblas so againne le'r 
beachd- inntinnean a mhkin, ach tha e agaiim 
mar an ceudna le tuigse ar ceudfathan ni a ta 
do ghna a' meudachadh ar n-eolais. Is cha 
n-eil mi idir ag radh. nach eil ar cumhachdan 
an so, air an cuir am farsuinneachd a' meudach- 
adh ar n-eolais gu mor le 'r beachd- inntinn mar 
un ceudna ; oir an so is urra sinne amharc 
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le aon sealladh air ni 's mo na dheananiaid sa*n 
t-saoghal re ioniadh bliadhna ; agus tha sinn air 
ar comhnadh gu mor a chum so a dheanamh 
le mbr luaths ar gluasaid. 

Acii a bharr air an sud uile, tha oibre freasd- 
ail cumhachdach Dh^, agus a ghliocas iongan- 
tach leis am beil e *g ard-riaghladh na h-uile 
ciiis, na st^igh a fhreagras ro mhath chum a 
bhi meorachadh air do ghnk an so ; agus mar 
is mo a mhebraicheas sinn air 's ann is mb a 
gheibh sinn de dh' aobhar gu bhi do ghnk ag 
ardachadh ainm mor gibrmhor Ughdair ar son. 
ais. Bha na beachd-smuaintean so, Ephenetuis, 
gu minig gle thaitneach dhomh-s* am feadh a 
bha mi anns an t-saoghal, far nach fhaca mi 
ach gu ro dhorch,agus anns an do chaillmimbr- 
an de am maise, do bhrlgh 's gu 'n robh mo 
thuigse ghearr-sheallach cho caochlaidheach is 
nach fhaicinn cian uam: ach a thaobh *s gu *m 
beil mo cheudfathan beachdachaidh araon air 
air an cur am farsuinneach agus air an deanamh 
coimhlionta, agus gu 'm beil mi faicinn na nithe 
ud uile nach fhaca mi roimh ach gu ro neo- 
iomlan agus gu gearr-fhradharcach, nach saoil 
thu gur mb gu mbr mo thlachd agus mo thait- 
neas annta nise? Cia mor sa dh' fheumas 
gliocas a' Chruithear chumhachdaich a bhi air 
ardachadh. air faicinn daoine gu dichiollach a' 
cur air adhaigh an innleacbdan fi§in, agus a' 
coilionadh an ana-miannan fein gun speis 
do ni sam bith eile ach iad 'eiii a thoileach- 

H 
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udh ; agus gidheadh a bhi 'g amharc mar tha 
na nithe so uile air an ard-riaghladh chum a bhi 
'g oibreachadh amach toil mhaith Dhe, agus a 
toirt nithe gu crich a bha o chian air an runach- 
adh leis, ged nach robh fhios aig na meadhon- 
aibh air a bheag sam bith dhe, is cubhaidh so 
gun amharas ris an Ti a tha '< iongantach 'an 
corahairle, agus birdhearc an gniomh" — do'n 
robh glbir, agus beaunachd, agus moladh, re 
linntean neo-chriochnach na siorruidheachd. 

'S ann mar so a shonraich an t-Athair sior- 
ruidh gu 'ra bitheadh ar Slanaighear mor air a 
bhreith ann am Betlehem, oir is amhail sin a 
chiVir am faidh Micah an ceill, ag radb, << Ach 
thjsa a Bhetlehem Ephratah, ged a tha thu 
beagam measg mhlltean ludaih, gidheadh asad 
thig amach chugamsa, neach a bhios 'na uachd- 
aran air Israel, aig an robh a dhol amach o shean, 
laithibh na siorruidheachd." Ach an uair 
a tharrainn an t-km fagus 'san robh e gu bhi air 
a bhreith, bha 'n oigh bheannaichte a chomh- 
naidh ann an Nasaret, maille r'a fear-posda, 
loseph, gun chrioch 'sam bith eile ach gu 
*ni biodh i air a h-aisead an. sin; ni a chuir- 
eadh an aghaidh na dh' innis am fkidh Micah, 
le deachdadh diadhuidh, o cheann fada: agus, 
uime sin, aig an km-sa, chuir Ceasar Augustus, 
an t-iompaire Romanach, brdugh a mach gu *m 
biodh a rioghachd air a cuir fo chis, agus 
gach aon 'na bhaile f(§in anns an d' rugadh e, 
agus sin araon daoine agus mnalhan : mar so 
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b' eigin do *n oigh bheannaichte agus d* a 
fearposda dol do .Bhetlehem (lethtromach 
mar bha i, agus fada mar a bha 'n t-astar) a 
chum is gu 'm bitheadh iad ann an sin air an 
cuir fo chis a r^ir mar dh' brduich Ceasar, agus 
*an sin b' eigin gu 'm beirte Tighearna na beatlia 
aig an km sin, a reir mar a rinn Micah an 
f hSisneachd. Cha robh ni sam bith a run air 
Ceasar, ach a mhain airgead a thioual ; agus 
gidheadh bha chrioch sin a bh' aige-san, tre ard- 
riaghladh a' ghliocaisdhiadhaidh,airadheanamh 
na mheadhon gu coilionadh faisneachd cuis 
cho cudtbromach a thoirt mu 'n cuairt ri 
breith a Mbesiaih. Tha leithid so de uithibh 
iongantach g' ar cur ann am fonn cumhacbd- 
ach, gu 'bhi 'g ardachadh a' ghliocais mhior- 
bhuileich leis am beil Dia ag ard-riaghladh a 
fhreasdail, an T\ sin a tha riaghladh na h-uile 
ni chum a ghloire fein, agus math a phobuill. 

B* aithne dhut-sa duine, Ephenetuis, anns an 
t-saoghal shios, a runaich dol air turas a shealU 
tainn air caraid, agus fuireach beagan laithibh 
'na thaigh, ach 'nuair a bha e dol air muin an 
eich, thuit e, agus bhrist e a chas, ni a chuir 
stad air o* thuras, agus mheas e sin na dhoilgh- 
eas ro mhbr: ach ann am beagan laithean fhuair 
e sgeula gu 'n ghabh taigh a charaid'le sgioradh 
teine, is gu 'n do loisgeadh e leis na bh'ann 
de shluagh air an dearbh oidhche sin fein anns 
an robh e 'n diiil cadal ann. Thug so air gu 'm 
fac e 'na thrbcair, an ni a mheas e mar 4mhghar» 
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agus gun do bhristeadh a chas chum a bhi mar 
rolieadhon air a bheatha thearnadli. Dh' fhaod- 
adh iomadh skmhla mar sud, de ghridh agus de 
mhathas Dh6 a bhi air an iomradh, ni air am 
beil beo* mhothachadh maireann aig na naoimh 
an 80, 's a tha iad do ghna ag aithris nan oran 
molaidh agus nan aleluaiah do Dhia agus do'n 
Uan. 

A rithist Ephenetuis, tha'n sluagh beann- 
aichte th' ann an so uile a buanachadh gu 
sior-rohaireanneach ann an s^inn cliu do *n 
Ti a thug iad 'na dheagh-ghean iongantach 
chum a ghloire f^in. Tha sinne 's an ionad 
so a' faicinn gu soilleir an t-sloc l^irsgrios 
shiorruidh sin, 's an robh sinn cho ro choltach 
sinn fi^ina thilge, mar be gu'n robh sinn air ar 
bacadh leis-an. Is minig a dhuin e suas ar slighe 
le droighean, chum is nach rachadh sin air ar 
n-aghaidh chum I^ir sgrios. Tha sinne, mar an 
ceudna, 'g aithris 'an so do chkch a ch6ile, gach 
caochladh d6igh leis an tug e sinn le' ghras g' a 
ionnsaidh f6in, agus tha sinn a' co-fhreag- 
radh a ch^ile le aon luath-ghkire mhbir g'a 
chliuthachadh: agus am feadh a tha sinne mar 
so *ga mholadh, tha e sruthadh a mach boisg- 
eanan de a ghr^s oirnn, leis am beil sinn air ar 
co-chumadh n'is mo r' a choltas f6'in, an ni is e 
ar sonas is ro airde. 

Mar so, Ephenetuis, fhreagair mi a' cheist 
mu dheireadh a dh' fheoraich thu dhiom, ceist 
a thuigeas tu ni's fearr gu mor 'nuair a bitheas 
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tu air do chomhdachadh le neo-bhasmborachd. 
Acb anns a* cheart km, gluais gu cubhaidb air 
son an dengb-gbean a f buair tbu ; agus na bi air 
do sb^ideadb suas leis na bba air flioillseacbadb 
dhut, acb tboir gloir a' gbrais do Dbia ; agus 
biodb an 6ifeacbd so aig na cbunnaic agus na 
cbual tbu, gu 'n gabb tbu grain dbiot f^in air 
son cbo diblidb 's a tba tbu. Tba abstol mbr 
nan Cinneacb (a bba air a cbeadacbadb an so 
aon uair anns a choluinn, mar tba tbu fein) a 
cuir an c^ill gu *n tugadb dha sgolb 'san f beoil 
gu luath, air eagal gu 'm biodb e air 
ardacbadb thar tombais le meud sa bb' air 
f boillseacbadb dha. Cumadb an eiseamplair so 
thusa mar an ceudna iriosal ; oir is e irioslacbd 
an dideann is fearr air do sbon; oir iadsan a tba 
'g an isleacbadb fgin tba Dia 'g an mrdachadb, 
am feadh a tba e leagadh sios nan uaibhreach. 
Acb tba mi faicinn t' aingeal-iuil a' tigbinn 
do t'ionnsaidb, agus uime sin, Epbenetuis^ 
beannacbd leat gus an tig tbu ritbist, agus 'an 
sin cba dealaicb sinn tuille ni's mo. 

Ephenet, Cba luaithe a labbair i, na db' 
f balbb i, agus bba'n crutb dealracb a tbug suas 
o 'n t-saoghal sbios mi gus an ionad sbblasacb 
so a Iktbair maille rium, a thuirt Hum, 'nuair 
a bba mi 'g umhladb dba — 

Aingeal. Striocbd tbu f^in do 'n rigb-chatbair 
(ars esan) agus ni b-ann dhombsa — dh' innia 
mi dbut cbeana gur mise do cbo-cbreutair, 
agus uime sin dean aodhradb do Dbia a mhain. 
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oir is £san na aonar a tha aithrigh air aoradh. 
Na ghabh tbu geur-bheachd air na h-ionadan 
neamliaidh so a nise ? 

Ephenet, Fhreagair mt an sin, gu 'n du 
ghabii mi beacbd orra, agus gu 'n robh mi ach 
beag air m' 6igneachadh gu dian le 'n glbir ; 
ach eadhon ann an so, nach b' urra mi amharc 
orra acli ann an cuid; bha 'n greadhnachas ro 
dhealrach, agus rolainnireach,air son mo shealU 
aidli gu amharc orra. Agus fos, bha.'n sealladh 
cho anabarrach taitneaeh, is gu 'm bu mhiann 
learn fuireach ann an aite gu siorruidh. 

AingeaL Tha ordugh agam (ars an t-aingeal) 
gudoghiulan arithistdo'ntsaoghalshios, ischa 
n-ann a mh^n a chum na talbhuinn o'n do thog 
mi thu, ach chum ionad phrionns* an dorchad- 
ais, gus am faic thu 'n sin duais a' pheacaidh, 
agus na dheasaich Ceartas air a bhros- 
uachadh, mar cheart bhreitheanas air son an 
ceannairc-san, leis am b' aill iad fein ardachadh 
OS ceann Hgh-chathair an Ti is ro airde. Ach 
na biodh eagal ort-sa air son sin, oir mar tha 
iighdaras agam-sa gu do ghiiilan an so, 's 
amhail a th' agam mar an ceudna gu do ghiulan 
a rithist air t' ais, agus t' fh^gail anns an 
t-saoghal shios o'n tug mi thu, gus an cuir thu 
dhiot do bhasmhorachd ; agus an sin bithidh 
mise aon uairfathast' nam fhear-iiiil dutgu do 
thabhairt do 'n ionad-sa, far am bi thu beo gu 
siorruidh maille ris an t-sluagh bheannnichte 
uile. 



NO SEALLADH DE NEAMU. 119 

Ephenet. Chuir na briathran m'a dheireadh 
a labhair an t-aingeal, m'lr gu 'm beadh, beatha 
nuadh anuam ; ach' nam flaitheas f hkgail 
agus dol a rithist do 'n t-saoghal shlos, chuir 
80 mulad mbr orm,. agus dh' fhagadh e ro 
dhubhacli mi, mur b* e *s gu 'n robh f hios ag- 
am gu'm be toil nihaith Dhe a bh* ann. Ach 
dol a dh' fhagail nam ilaitheas agus dol 
de dh' Ifrinn, *se sin a thug air mo chridhe 
clisgeadh am chbm. Gidheadh, 'nuair a dk' 
fhiosraich mi gu 'm b' e sin toil mhaith Dh6 
gu*m bithinn air mo thoirt a rithist chum na 
talmhuinn agus an sin gu'n cuirinn dhiom bas- 
mhorachd, agusarithistgu bithinn air mo thogai) 
suas do na flaitheas^ bha mi ann an tomhas 
beag air mo mhisneachadh, agus mhothaich 
mi annam fein umhlachd iomlan do thoil Dh6; 
agus uime sin thuirt mi ri m' fhear-iuil, le 
ni-eigin dochais, bithidh mise daonnan toileach, 
g^illeadh do dh' brdugh an D6 bheannaicht€ 
sin, a thug dhomh cheana fein-fhiosrachadb 
cho mor de a mhor thrbcair. 

Seadh an ifrinn iochdrach f^in 

Cha'n eagal leamsa beud 
Ma chl mi anns an Mte sin 

Mbr lathaireachd mo Dh€- 

AingeaL Fhreagairm* f bear-coimhiddealrach 
mi, 'g rkdh, Ge b' e sam bith aite 'san debn- 
aich an Dia beannaicht a lathaireachd, tha 
flaitheas an sin ; agus am feadh a bhios sinn 
an ifrinn, bithidh easan mailiA ruinn, 
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Ephenet. An sin air umhladh sios domh fa- 
chomhairrigh-chathairanUile-chumhachdaicb, 
ghiulan m' aingeal-dhiona mi ni bu luaitiie na 
smaoin, deich mile 'ar f hichead de mhlltean fo na 
flaitheas rioghail far am faca mi na Ibchrain sin 
a tha sior lasadh anns nan neamhan iormailt- 
each, 'nuair a chunnaic mi iad thuirt mi ri m' 
fhear-iuil dealrach, gu 'n cuala mi 'nuair bha 
mi air talamh gu 'n robh gach aon de na 
reulltan seasmhach ud *nan saoghail, agus gu 'n 
robh mi creidsinn gu 'm faodadh iad a bhi mar 
sin, a thaobh am mor mheud, gidheadh tha 
iad ran amharc o 'n talamh ceart cho beag 
'sa tha 'n saoghal r'a amharc as an so, ged 
a tha 'n saoghal gun amharas, air f haicinn ni's 
dorcha an so na tha iadsan air am faicinn 
leo-san a th' air an talamh. Ach air dhomh a 
leithid de chothrom a bhi agam, bhithinn ro 
dheonach gu 'n innseadh tu dhomh am beil 
sud ceart. 

AingeaL Fhreagair m' fhear-coimhid deal, 
rach mi, *g radh: Dha*san atha Uile-cumhachd< 
achcha n-eil ni sam bith do dheanta; agus cha 
n-urrainnear crioch a chur roimh a neo-crloch- 
nachd-san. Ghabh an Dia a tha siorruidh 
beannaichte uine shea laithean a' cruthachadh 
an domhain, ach bha e comasach a dheanamh 
cho math ann an tiotadh, na 'm b' e sin a dheagh 
thoil fi§in ; *s ann le neart a chumhachd a rinn 
se e ; agus cha 'n urrainn neach sam bith innse 
na tha 'n comas a chumhachd-san ach e fein. 
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Ach air son a bhi dearbhadh o a chuiuhachd- 
san, gur e a thoil e, cha mhath am mlneachadh 
sin ann an ionad-foghluim nam Flaitheas. Tha 
e deanamh na's ^ill leis, araon air neamh agus 
talamh ; agus na nithe is aill leis f hoillseach- 
adh dhuinn 's aithne dhuinne iad ; agus na 
nithe nach d' f hoillsich e mar sin, is diomhair- 
eachd iad a tha air an dunadh suas 'na chomh- 
airle shiorruidh figin, nithe a bhiodh na ladornas 
an-dana fhebraich le creutair sam bith. Cha 
n-eil teagamh nach eil e comasacb cho liugha 
saoghal a chruthachadh 's a tha de reulltan aims 
an iormailt, na 'm b* e sin a thoil ; ach a thaobh 
is nach d' fhoillsich e sin dhuinn fathast, cha 
n-e ar gnothach a bhi 'ga fheoraich. Am 
feadh a bha sinn a' comhradh mar sud, rainig 
sinn na criochan as isle de 'n iormailt far am 
faca mi kireamh mor de chruthaibh uabhasach 
a bha oiliteil dorcha'nan coltas agus atheich air 
falbh o lithair m' fhir-iuil. 

Ephenet. 'S iad sud gu cinnteach, &rsa mise, 
cuid de dh' armailt na h-ifrinn, a tha cho dubh 
agus cho uabhasach 'nan dreach. 

Aingeal 'S iad so, arsa m* f hear-iuil, cuid de 
na spioradan a thuit o'n chreideamh, agus a tha 
bith-shiubhal slos agus suas 's an iormailt, agus 
air an talamh, mar leoghananbeucach^agiarraidl 
c6 a dh* f haodas iad a sgrios ; agus ged a 
theich iad as a so, chl thu iad gu h-aithghearr 
'nan criochan cianaile f^in ; oir tha sinn a nise 
air eirthire sloe an dubh-aiGrin. 
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Chunnaic mi ann an iiine ghearr gu 'n robh 
briathran m' f hir-iuil ro f hirinneach ; oir bha 
sinn gu luath air ar n-iathadh le dorchadas 
a bha iii5ran ni bu doilleire na'n bidhche, agus 
maill ris a siD droch bholadh mbran ni bu tachd- 
aidh na pronnasg loisgte; bha mo chluasan mar 
an ceudna air an lionadh le sgreadail uabh- 
asach nan spioradan mallaichte, air chor is 
gu *n robh na pongan bu neo-fhonnmhoire. na 
cheol binn an coimeas ris. 

AingeaL Tha thu nis', ars m' aingeal-dhion, 
air bruaich na h-ifrinn ; ach na biodh eagai 
ortsa o chumhacbd an fhir-mhillidh, oir 
ni 'n t-ughdarras a th' agamsa o righ-chathair 
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na gibire, do dhion o gach cunnart ; faodaidh 
tu chluinntinn an so bho dheamhnaibh, agus 
bho anmaibh dite, na b-aobharan mallaichte 
thug a chum leir-sgrios neo-chriochnach iad; 
agus mas math leat ni sam bith fharraid 
dhiu, feoraich e^ agus bheir iad freagradh 
dhut: cha 'n urrainn na deamhnan do dhoch- 
an, ged a b* kill leo, oir tha iad ceanghailte 
leis an Ti sin a thug dhomhs an t-ughdarras^ 
ni air am beil fios aca' fi^in, agus air son am 
beil iad air chuthach, agus *am frionas, a' 
beucail, agus a' cagnadh an slabhraidhean, ach 
sin gu I^ir an diomhanas. 

Bha sinn a nis' air teachd a steach do chrioch- 
an na h-ifrinn, a th* air a suidheachadh ann 
an doimhneachd an dubh-aigein: an sin ann 
an loch de theine pronnaisg leaghta, ceanghailte 
le slabhraidh chruaidh le ordugh seasamhach 
nam flaitheas shuidh Lucifer air cathair 
theinuteich ; agus a shuilean uabhasach aMasadh 
le corraich ifrinneil, cho Ian fraoich 's a 
b'urrainn d' a phian claoidhteach a dheanamh. 
Thug na spioradan bith-siubhlach sin, a theich 
romhainn, mar a bha sinn a tighinn o na 
Flaitheas, (mar thug mi fainear) sanas daibh 
gu 'n robh sinne a* tighinn, agus chuir so ifrinn 
uile ann an comh-ghair, agus a thaobh so 
bhruchd Lucifer a mach na toibheuman a 
b'uabhasaich' an aghaidh an De bheannaichte ; 
air d6igh cho uaibhreach agus cho ardanach, is 
gu *n robh e soilleir r* a fhaicinn gur e cuip*: 
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achd a bha dh' easbhuidh air, agiis nach be fearg 
no gamhlas a dhuisg a mhiosgainn. 

Lucifer. Ciod e a b' ^ill le fear na stairirich 
a bhi aig' a nis' ? ars esan, tha mo f hiaitheas 
aige cheana, agus an t-slal rioghail, shollU 
seach sin^ a bhuineadh do 'n laimh so a ghiulan: 
agus air son mo mhacliraichean grianach neo- 
gheargta, m* bigiireachd mhaiseach, thae *ga mo 
chumail ann an taigh dorch, dubbach, brbnach, 
a* bhais so ! Ciod, an ^ill Icis ifrinn a thoirt 
uam cuideachd, 'nuair a tha e 'g am mhaslach- 
adh an so ? Och ! na *m faighinnse ach aon 
latha eile g' a fheuchainn, bheirinn crith air 
nan^mhanagus luasgainna righ-chaithirdheal 
rach. Agus cha cliuireadh a chumhachd uile 
eagal orm, ged a bhiodh lasraiehean ni bu 
braise na iad so aige gu mo chuir annta. Agus 
ged rachadh an latha 'nam aghaidh, cha b' e sin 
mo ehoire-sa ! Cha n.eil spiorad sgiathach fo 
chupan nam neamh is treubhaich a dh'f heuch 
e f §in air son buaidh f haotainn na mise. Ach, 
Och ! (ars esan le guth tiamhaidh) tha *n latha 
sin air a chall; agus tha mis' air mo ghlasadh 
fo dhite 'san aite chianail so; Ach tha e 'na 
nitheigin furtachd dbomh fathasd, gu 'm beil 
durainn a' chinne-dhaonna a' feitheamh air mo 
thruaige se; agusonachurrainn mi mochorraich 
a dhioladh air fear na stairirich, diolaidh mi 
orrasan e cho fad 's a th'ann am chomas. 

Ephenet. Bha mi fo uabhas le ^isdeachd na 
cainnU^ mhi-naomha so ; agus cha b* urra mi 
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gun a rk'dh ri m* fhear-iiiil, ** Nach ceart a tha 
'thoibheuman air na dioladh !'' 

AingeaL 'S e na chual thu o *n spiorad 
cheannairceach so, araon a pheacadh agus a 
pheanas; oir tha na h-uile toibheum a tha e 
bri^chdadh an aghaidh nan nearah a' deanamh 
ifrinii ni's teotha dha. 

Chaidh sinn an sin air ar n-adhart, am measg 
seallaidhean cianaile de dhoilgheas agus de 
dhorainn neo-mheasgaichte, far am faca sinn 
dithis anmanan truagha air am pianadh le 
spiorad, a bha g'am bith-thumadh ann an loch 
teine agus pronnaisg a bha dol 'na chaoiribh, 
dearga am feadh a bha iadsan sa' cheart-uair a' 
V)ireachadh agus a' mallachadh a ch^ile, 
Aon dhiu ag rkdh r' a chomh.fhear-fulangais 
claodhte, " O gu ma mallaichte gu'n robb t'agh- 
aidh 's truagh nach robh mi gun mo shuilean 
a shocrachadh riabh ort ! 'S e mo thruaigh- 
sa a bhi 'nad chuideachd ; faodaidh mi a bhi 
'nad chomaiu-sa air son so, 'se do chomhairlean- 
sa a thug 'an so mi ; *8 tus' a bhrosnaich mi ; 
's tu a chuir anns an ribe so mi, *s e do ghion- 
ach agus do mhealltaireachd-sa, agus t* f hoir- 
neart agus do bhleth air na bochdan, a thug 
mis' an so. Na 'n robh thu air toirt eiseamplair 
mhath dhomh-sa, 'nuair thug thu *n droch 
eiseamplair dhomhdh* fhaodainn, air son na tha 
dh'f hios agam, a bhi anns na flaitheas, agus a 
bhi ann an sin cho sona 's a tha mi nise cho 
^*'uagh; ach, Odi an truaghan a tha mi ann 
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's e mi leiintinn do cheutnan-sa a thug gus 
an staid dhorainneich so mi, chum an I^ir- 
Bgrios shiorruidh ! O nach robh mi riamh gun 
do ghnuis fhaicinn! O nach robh thu fathast 
gun bhi air do bhreith, rau*m biodh m' anam air 
a mhilleadh leat, martha el" 

Fhreagairan truaghan eile, <<Agus nachfhaod 
mise do choireachad-sa cho math ? Oir nach 
cuimhne leat mar a rinn thu mo mhealladh 
anns an kite ud agus aig an hm ud, *nuair a 
tharrainn thu mach mi agus dh' fheoraich thu 
dhiom an rachinn ooladh riut, an uair a bha mi 
mu thimchioll gnothaichean eile, agus a' feith- 
eamh air mo ghairm laghail ? Ach thug thusa 
Icat air falbh mi, agus uime sin tha thu cho fad 
anns a choire rium-sa : ged a bha mise gion- 
ach, bha thus' ardanach; agus ma dhr* ionn- 
saich thusa gionach uamsa, tha mi cinnteach 
gu 'n d' ionnsaich mise uatsa ardan agus misg, 
agus ma dh'ionnsaich thusa mealltaireachd 
uamsa, dh'ionnsaich mise striopachas, breug- 
im, agus fanaid air maitheas D^ uatsa. Mar 
sin, ged a chuir mise mearachd thusa ann 
an cuid de nithe, gidheadh chuir thusa cho fada 
mearachd mise ann an nithe eile; agus uime 
sin ma tha thusa 'ga mo choireachadh-sa mar an 
ceudna. Agus ma 's ^igin dhomh-sa freagairt 
air son earrann dhe do dhroch ghniomharradh- 
sa, 's eigin dliutsa freagairt air son earrann 
de mo chud-sa. B' f hearr leam nach robh 
thu riamh air tighinn an so, tha do dhearbh 
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aogais a* lot m'anma, ann an toirt ciont as ur 
gu'm inntinn: 's ann maille riut-sa pheacaich 
mi. O doilgheas m' anma! Agus o nach b'urra' 
mi do chuideachd a sheachnadh an sud, O 's 
truagh nach robh mi gun a mealltainn an so !" 

Bbreithnich mi air ball o'n cliomhradh mhul- 
adach so, gu 'm bi iadsan a tha peacachadh an 
comunn a* ch6ir air an talamh, air am pean- 
asachadh an comunn a ch^il* ann an ifrinn. 
Agus ged bu toigh leo a bhi 'n cuideachd a 
ch^iP air an talamh, gidheadh gur fuathach leo 
a bhi mar sin ann an ifrinn. Tha mi creid- 
sinn, gur e so an dearbh aobhar a thug air 
Dibhus, gu 'm bu mhath leis fo choltas sp4is 
d* a bhraithrean^ rabhadh athoirt dhaibh chum 
*s nach tigeadh iad do 'n ionad phianail so; se 
ghrkdb fgjn, agus cha b' e gr^dh dhaibh-san, 
a ghluais e ; oir na 'n rachadh iad an sud, 
bhiodh a mhualad-san air a mheudachadh. 

Ach bha seallaidhean ni bu chianaile de 
dhorainn fathasd r'a f haicinn : oir air dhuinu 
an da anam mhallaichte so fhagail a* coir- 
eachadh a* ch^ile, air son a bhi na 'n aobhar 
truaigh do chinch a cheile ; ehaidh sinn ni 
b' fhaide air ar n-aghaidh ag amharc caoch^. 
ladh seallaidhean craiteach, agus, am measg 
chaich, bean aig an robh pronnasg lasarach 
air a chur sios daonnan 'na siugan le aon 
dhe na spiuradan peanasachaidh ; ni a bha e 
deanamhle leithiddedh'an-iochd oillteil, gharg, 
is nach b urra mi gun a radh ris — 
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Ephenet. Carson a tha thu gabhail a leithia 
de thlachd ann ampianadh antruaghain bhochd 
sia, is gu 'm biodh tu mar so daonnan a' taom- 
adh an stuth lasaraich ifrinneil sin slos 'na 
slugan ? 

Spiorad. Cha n eil mi a* deanamh ach n'a 
thoili i gu ceart, (ars an spiorad :) oir bha a' 
bhean so, am feadh a bha i anns an Usaoghal, 
na ban-daormunn cho spiocach, is ged a bha or 
ni bu leor aice, nach b' urrainn i bhi air a 
sasachadh leis, agiis uime sin tha mise nise ga 
thaomadh s\os 'na slugan : bu choma le co a 
mbealladh i no c5 a mhilleadh i, na 'm faigheadh 
i cuid oir; agus an uair a thbrr i r'a ch^ile 
ionmhas na bu mho na b'urrainn i chaitheamh 
gu br^th, cha leigeadh a grddh do'n airgead 
leatha a chaitheamh urrad 's a bhcathaicheadh 
i figin leis na nithe a bhiodh feumail d'i ; oir 
is minig a shiubbail * le bru fhalamb^ ged 
a bhiodh a pbcaid Ian, mar deanamh i a 
lionadh air cosg neach eile; agus air son a 
h-aodaich, cha d 'f has e riamh sean, no, ma 
dh* fhas e mar sin, bha e air chuir le cludan, 
cho tiugh 's gu 'n robh e cho duilich mir de*n 
cheud-aodach fhaotainn amach, 's a tha e 
am measg dhaoine foghluimte na talamhuinn 
bun abhainn Nile fhaotainn a mach, Cha 
chumadh i taigh, air eagal gun togadh iad cis 
dh*i : is cha ghleidheadh i a hionmhas fo 
l^imh fi§in, le eagal guV. racbadh a creacb; 
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'8 cha cbiiireadli i macli air riagh e gun bhann 
agus gun gheall math ga cliionn, air eagal g'l 
*m biodh i air a mealladh ; ged a bha i fein 
mar bu trie a' mealladh na h-uile neach a b* urr- 
ainn i, bha i na ban mhealltair cho mbr, *s gu'n 
mheall i corp fein dhe a Ion, agus a h-anam 
de thrueair. Agus gidheadh cha robh aig an 
truaghan mhallaichte so ach aon phMste nighinn 
*san t-saoghal shios aig am f agadh i e, agus thog 
i suas i air doigh nach b' aithne dh'i feum a 
dheanamh dheth ni^s mo na rinn i fein. Agus, 
mar sin, o'n be'n t-nr bu diiia d'i air tnlamh, 
nach ceart gu 'm faigheadh i Ian a broinne 
dheth ann an ifrinn. 

Ephenel. 'Nuair a sguir a fear-pianaidh de 
.abhairt, dh' f heoraich mi dh'i an robh na bha e 
'g r^dh mu deighinn fior? Fhreagair i mi, *g 
radh, Cha n-eil, cha n-eil mo chreach ! Cionn- 
as gu do chreach ? (arsa mise.) Seadh, gu mo 
chreach (ars' ise); a thaobh 's na'm biodh na 
tha ni f hear-pianaidh *g innseadh flrinneach, 
gu 'm bithinn na bu toilichte na tha mi. Tha 
e cantainn gur or a tha e taomadh 'n am 
shiugan ; ach tha e na dhiabhol meallt' ngus 
a' labhairt nam breug ; na 'm b* or a bhiodh 
ann, cha deanain-sa gearan am feasd; ach tha 
e ga m* mhealladh, ngus an kite oir, cha 'n eil 
e toirt dhomh ach pronnasg graineil breun ; 
na'm biodh m' oragam, bhithinn sona fathasd, 
air am beil n'a h-urrad do dheigh Rgaui is nam 
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biodh e agam an so, gur gann a bheirinn 'am 
malart e air son nam ilaitheas, agiis air son a 
bhi^ air mo gliiulan as a' so. 

Cha b' urra mi gun innse do m* f hear-iuil 
gu 'n robh uabhas orm ag eisdeachd creurair 
truagh, ann an ifrinn fein, a' toirt a leithid so 
de ghradh d'a h-earras, agussin cuideachd am 
feadh a bha i an lamhan a Hr pianaidii. 

JingeaL Faodaidh so (ars* esan) a dhearbh- 
adh dhut gur peacadb e a tha na olc ni*s mb 
na gach olc eile ; agus far am beil gradh de 
stbras a buadhachadh, tha 'n t-anani sin caillte 
gu siorruidh : agus uime sin *s e bhi air 
toirt thairis de ghradh a' pheacaidh am peanas 
is mb de na h-uile peanas. Tha gradh an oir 
(d* am beil an creutair mallaichte so air a tabh- 
airt thairis) na pheanas ni*s claoidhtich' agus 
ni's pianaile dh*i, no am peanas leis am beil na 
spioradan mi-naomh-sa ga claoidh. 

EpheneL O (arsa raise) na'm b'urrainn daoine 
eucorach an t-saoghaii, ach an cluais a chumai) 
re tiotadh ri beul an Topheit so, agus gu 'n 
cluinneadhiadsgreudailuabhasachnananmanan 
mallaichte, cha b' urrainn iad gradh a thoirtdo 
pheacadh a rithist. 

Aingeal. Dh'innis an fhirinn an t-atharracli 
dhninn ; oir iad-san air nach eil eagal a luchd- 
teagaisg-san, agus nach toir sp^is do na th' air 
a chuir slos 'na f hacal, cha ghabhadh iad sanas 
ged a thigeadh neach o ifrinn. 

Cha tainig sinn ach beagan air ar n-aghaidb 
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'nuair a chunnaic sinn anani bronach 'na laidbe 
air leabaidh do phronnasg loisgeach, air a 
thachdadh ach beag le boladh graineil, uabh- 
asach, agus a' buralaich mar aon ann an dorainri 
mhuladaich, le gearan searbh ea-dochais, ni a 
thug dhomh iarraidli air ra'f hear-iuil fuireach re 
tacain, a chum 's gu 'n cluinninn ni b* fhearr 
na bha e *g rkdh ; agus air dhuinn fantainn, 
chuala mi e ri tuireadh truagh, mar a leanas — 
«' Ah, is creutair truagh mi! Cailte gu br^th 's 
gu siorruidh ! O na briathran guineach so gu 
siorruidh ! nach leoir mile de mhiltibh bliadh- 
na gus am pheanas so fhulang, pian, na 'm 
b'urrainn mi a sheachnadh, nach f huiliginn aon 
tiotadh air son mile de mhiltean saoghal ? Cha 
bhi ! cha bhi I crioch air mo thruaigh-sa gu 
siorruidh ! an deigh do na mhiltean de mhil- 
tean bliadhna dol thairis, 'se gu siorruidh a 
bhios ann do ghn^ ! O staid gun solas, gun 
ch^mhnadh gun dochas d' a rireadh ! 'Se gu 
bit k-bkuan so i^rinn nan ifrinn. Omo thruaighel 
mallaichte I mallaichte ! trid nan linntcan sior- 
inhaireannach uile! Chotoileach 's a sgrios raise 
mi f(§in I O an amaideachd anabarrach de *n 
robh raise ciontach, roghainn a dheanarah de 
toilinntinn diombuan a* pheacadh, air chosg 
peanas siorruidh ! Cia trie 's a dh* innseadh 
dhomh gur ann mar so a thachradh ! Cia minig 
a sparradh orm ceuman a' pheacaidh a thr6ig- 
sinn, a dheanadh gun teagamh mo ghi&lan 
a chum seomaraichean a' bhais shiorruidh ! 
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Ach blia mise, mar an nathair bhodhar, cha 
d'aom mi mo chluais ris an luchd-ciuil ud, ged 
a chluich iad gu leadarra, binn. Dh'innis iad 
dhomh gu trie, gu *n criochnaicheadh mo thoil- 
inntinndlnombuan gu haighearr ann am peanas 
bith-bhuan ; agus a nise tiia f^Jn-f liiosrachadh 
biironach ga innse dhomh, tha ega innse dhomh 
d'a rireadh, ach tha e ro anamoch gu leasach- 
adh, oir tha mo staid bhith bhuan daighnaichie 
gu siorruidh. Carson a thugadh ciall reusanta 
dhomh ? Carson a rinneadh mi 'nam anam 
neobh^smhor, agusgidheadh gu 'n cuirinn cho 
beag suim e ? O cia mar tha mo neo-chiiram f(§in 
ga mo lot gu bas, agus gidheadh tha fios 
agam nach urrainn mi, nach fhaod mi basach- 
adhl ach a bhi beo da m* chlaoidh gu siorruidh 
ni tha ni's measa na deich mile bks ; agus gidh- 
eadh, dh' fhaodainn aon uair so uile a leasach- 
adh, ach cha b'aill leam ! O 's e sin a chnuimh 
chnkmhain nach biisaicham feasd! — Dh' fhaod- 
ainn aon uair a bhi sona ; bha slainte air a 
tairgse dhomh, agus chuir mi rithe. Och ! 

ged nach biodh i am thairgse ach aon uair agus 
gu *n diultainn i, b' amaideas e nach robh 
aithrigh air mathanas, ach bha i air a tairgse 
dhomh mile uair, agus gidheadh (an truaghan 
a bha mi ann) dhiult mi cho trie sud i. O 
am peacadh mallaichte, a tha le a thoillinn- 
tinn mheallt' a' cur a' chinncdhaonna chum 
sgrios bith-bhuanl Ghairm Dia gu trie, ach 
dhiult mise e cho minig ; shin e mach a Ikmh, 
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ach cha do chuir raise suim 'an sin. Is trie a 
chuir mi suarach a chomhairl I Cia cho trie 's a 
dhearmaid mi achmhasani Ach a nis' tha 'n 
sealladh air a mhu^hadh, agus a* chiiis air a 
h-atharracliadh ; oir tha e nis' a* gaireachdnich 
ri mo thruaighe,agus a*fanaid air mo l^ir-sgrios. 
Bheireadh e cobliair dhomh aon uair, ach aig 
an km sin cha ghabhainn comhnadh uaithe, agus 
uime sin na truaighean bith bhuan-sa tha mi 
gu f huhmg fo bhinn mo dhitidh, cha n-eil annta 
ach ceart dhioladh air son narinn mi fein. 

Cha b' urrainn mi *n tuireadh dolasach so. 
a chluinntinn gun a bhi beachd-smuaineachadh 
air an deagh-ghean iongantach a nochd an Dia 
a tha siorruidh beannaichte dhomh fein : cliii 
shiorruidh gu 'n robh d' a ainm naomhasan! 
Oir dh'innis mo chridhe dhomh gu 'n robh mi 
ceart cho toillteannach air a bhi am ehusbair 
d'achorraich bhith-bhuan ris an truaghan dhona 
so agus 's e dheagh-ghean a mhain a rinn an 
<''£;<dai'-dhealachadh. 

O s do-rannsaicht' a chomhairP chaomh I 
Cb th(^maisea8 a reachdan naomh* ? 

An deigh dhomh a bhi beachd-smuaineach- 
adh mar so, labhair mi ris an truaghan dhblas. 
ach, ghearanach ud, agus dh* innis mi dhagu'n 
cuala mi a thuireadh tiirsach ni leis an do thuig 
mi gu 'n robh a mhulad ro mhor, agus a chall 
do-leasaichte, agus thubhairt mi ris gu 'm bith- 
inn deunach gu 'n innseadh e dhomh ni bu 
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mhlfonaidiche mu thimchioll : ni a dh' f haodadli 
hengamh a dhbrainn a lughdachadh. 

Anam mallaichte. Clia lughdaicb, cha lugh- 
daich idir : tha mo phiantan cho truagh is 
nach ceadaich iad lasachadh sam bitb ; cha 
cheadaich, cha cheadaich air son nn tiotaidh is 
lugha. Ach leis a cheist a dh' fheoraich thu, 
tha mi tuigsinn gur coigreach an so thu ; agus 
gu m bi thusa mar sin gu siorruidh. Och I 
nnm biodh agamsa fathast ach an dochas bu 
lugha air f hkgail, cia mar a striochdainn, 's mar 
a ghlaodhainn, agus mar a bithinn gu siorruidh 
'g iirnaigh air son gu bithinn air mo shaoradh 
o'n ionaddhbrainneachso! Ach, Och: isdiomh- 
ninn sud uile. Tha mi caillte gu siorruidh 
Ach a chum is gu 'm bi thusa air t' Ihaicill. 
o theachd do'n ionad-sa, innsidh mi dhut na 
tha *mhuinntir mhalhiichf a' fulang an sow 

Tha ar dblasaibh anns a' ghninntir ifrinneil 
so de dha ghn^, 'se sin, na chaill siun, agus na 
tha sinn a* fulang, agus cuiridh mi sios gach aon 
dhiu fo cinn air leth; ged a bhitheas mo mhulad 
leis an eachdraidh dhubhach air a mheud ichadh. 

Anns a cheud aite^ uime sin, mu na chaill 
sinn. 

1. Anus an ionad dhoilleir, cliianail so de 
mhulad agus de dhorainn, chaill sinn lathair- 
eachd an D^ tha siorruidh beannaichte; agus 
't»e sin a tha deanamh a* ghainntir so na ifrinn. 
Ged a chailleamaid mile saoghal, cha biodh e 
ua chall cho mur ris an aon chail so: oir na 'm 
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biodh e so-dlieauta gu 'n tigeadh am boilL 
sgeadh bu lugh de a dheagh-ghean an so, dh' 
f haodadli sinn a blii sona ; ach cbaili sinn sin 
gu ar doilglieas siorruidh. 

2. Chaill sinn mar an ceudna ann an so 
c'omunn naomh agus aingeal, agus cha n-eiiag- 
ainn 'nan ionad-san ach aibhistearan ciaoidh- 
teach. 

3. Chaill sinn na flaitheas cuideachd an 
so, suidheaclian nam beannachd. Tha sloe 
dhomhainn eadarnaneamhan agus sinne^ionnas 
gu *m beil sinn air ar druideadh a macli a*s an 
ait' ud gu siorruidh. Tha na dorsan siorruidh 
air am beil an sluagh bheannaicht'a dol a steach 
gu sonas, air an dunadh a nise gu brkth ann ar 
n' aghaidh-ne a ta chbmhnaidh an so. 

4. Chaill sinn 'an so mar an ceudna na h- 
uile CO mhothachadh ; agus tha so na chall ro 
inhor do 'n t-sluagh mhallaichte : oir 's e gu*m 
beil an Dia sin, a tha cho iochdmhor do 
pheacaich, is gu 'n tug e a Mhac ionmhuinn 
f^in gu b^sachadh air an son, cho fada bho cho- 
bhaigh a bhi aige dhuinu is gur ann a tha e a' 
deanamh gairdeachas ri ar mulad, agus gu 'n 
dean e sud gu siorruidh, se sin a tha g*ar lot 
a dh'ionnsaidh ar cridhe, agus a thaobh so tha ar 
dolas thar tomhas muladach. Agus ciod e as urr- 
ainn a bhi ui's an-iochdmhoir' agus ni*s claoidh- 
tiche, no gu'm beil am Fearsaoraidh, a tha 
toirt a dhearbh fhuil air son muinntir eile, 
g aicheadh bhaigh dhuinn ; ni mo bhith- 
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eas cu-mliothaehadh aig tiaoimli no aing- 
lean ruinn, ach am feadh a tha sinne a glaodh- 
aich fo*r truaighe an so, fo chorraich Dhe bros- 
naichte, bithidh na naoimh mar an ceudna a' 
deanamh gairdeachais air son gu 'm beil sinn 
air ar diteadh, agus tha Dia air a ghlorachadh 
ann ar I4ir-sgrios. Feucli toradh uabhasach ar 
peacannan I 

5. Chum a leigeadh ris dut gu *n\ bei] ar 
cor truagh n'as muladaiche na sud uile 
chain sinn ar dbchas am a bhi tuilleadh ni's 
mo air n-ar n' aisig gu staid na*s fearr, agus 
tha so a' fagail ar staid tur ea-dbchasach. Esau 
a tha *san staid is deuchainnich' air an talamh, 
tha fathasd earbs' aige. Agus uiroe sin, tha e 
'na ghna-fhacal coitcheann, '< As eugmhaii 
dochais brislidh an cridhe* Cha n-ioghnadh 
mar sin ge do bhristeadh ar cridhe-ne, oir tha 
sinn an so araon gun chobhair gun dochas. 

*S e so na cliaiil sinn; agus is lebir a smuain- 
eachadh, chum ar n-anmaibh truagh' a reubadh, 
a bhioradh, agus a chnclmh gu siorruidh. 
Gidheadh, O nam b' e sud uile e ! Ach tha 
mothachadh againn air peanas mar a th' ag- 
ainn air call : agus o na leig mi ris dliut na 
chain sinn, nochdaidh mi nise dhut na rha 
sinn a* fulang. 

Agus, anns a* cheitd dite^ Tlia sinne ann an 
so a fulang iomadaidh ; tha sinn 'an so air ar 
claoidh air mile, ni-eadh, ach air deich mile 
doigh eugsamhail. Is aioDeamh leo-san a tha 
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fulang air an talamh a bhi fulang ach o aor 
ghalar aig an a on km : ach ged a bhiodh iad 
air am pianadh leis a phlaigh, le galar nan 
alt, galar- fuail, agus leis an teasaich, an aon 
uair, air clio muladach 's a mheasadh iad an 
staid, gidheadh cha n-eil iad sud uile 
ncli mar sgobadh cuileig an coimeas ris na 
piantan guineacli do-ghiulain, a tha sinne a' 
fulang. Tha sinn a cruaidh-ghleachd ri 
grainealcichd eugsamhail na h-ifrinn uile : 
tha teine do-mhuchta 'an so g'ar losgadh ; 
loch de phronnasg lasarach g*ar sir thachd- 
adh ; slabhraidhean bithbhuan 'g*ar nasgadh ; 
tha dorchadas iomalach an so g'ar cur fo 
gheilt, tha cnuirah cogais g'ar cagnadh do 
ghna, agus tha aon sam hith dhiu so na 's 
claoidhtiche r' am fulang, no na piantan ud 
uile a mhothaich an cinne-daonna gu I6ir riamh 
air an talamh. 

2. Ach, mar tha ar piantan iomadaidh, is 
amhail a tha iad coitcheann mar an ceudna a* 
cragh gach buill fa leth de 'n chorp, agus 
a claoidh uile bhuadhan an anma, ni a tha 
deanamh na tha sinn a'giulan do f hulang anns 
an tomhas is ro mho. Anns na galairean sin 
uile do 'm beil sibhse a dhaoine buailteach a 
th'air an talamh, ged' fhaod cuid de bhuill 
a bhi fulang, gidheadh tha cuid eile saor o 'n 
phian ; ged bhiodh do chorp tinii faodaidh 
do cheann a bhi slan ; agus ged bhiodh do 
cheann goirt, gidheadh faodaidh do chol- 
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ann a bhi saor; agus ged bliiodh do cholann 
a* h brdugb, faodaidh do Ihmhaii agus do 
chasan a bhi slan. Ach tha e air mughadh 
doigh an so, oir tha gach ball fa leth de 'n 
finam agus de 'n chorp air an claoidh aig an 
aon uair. 

Tha 'n t-suil air a cradh le amharc nan 
diabhoI,a tha r'am faicinn anns na h-uile cruth is 
uabhasaich,agus (zach dreach is duaicnidh, anns 
an urrainn am peacadh an cur. Tha 'chluais 
do ghnk air a bioradh ie sgreadail oillteil agus 
ulfhartaich gun sgiir an t sluaigh mhallaichte. 
Tha na cuinueinean air am muchadh le caoiribh 
pronnais ; an teanga le buitg loisgeach ; agus 
an corp uile air ioman ann an lasraichean de 
theine ieaghta. Agus tha uile chumhachdan 
agus bhuadhan ar n-anmaibh airampeanasach- 
adh air a mhodh cheudna ; th.i ar mac-meanm- 
ainn air a chlaoidh le smuaineachadh air ar 
pian 'sa cheart h.m, tha raheoghair air a call le 
smaointeachadh air na flaitheas sholasach a 
chain siun, agus na cotbroman a bh' againn air 
a bhi air ar sabhaladh. Tha ar n-inniinnean 
air an claoidh le a bhi toirt fainear cho diomh- 
ain sa chaith sinn ar n-uine luachmhor, agus 
mar a mhi-gh^thaich sinn ar cothroman. Tha 
ar tuigse air a crkdh le smuaineachadh air na 
cusbairean taitneach a bh* againn *san t-saoghal, 
agus air ar pian anis: agus na dorainneanatha 
ri teachd 'sa mhaireas gu siorruidh; agus tha 
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ar cogaisibh air an claoidh le cnuimh a tha 
g*an sir chn^mh. 

3. 'Se ni eile a tha deananth ar truaighean 
do-ghiiilain, anabarr meud ar peanais: tha 'n 
teine tha g' ar losgadh cho garg, is nach b*urr- 
ainn uu tha dh'uisge 'sa chuan gu brath a chasg; 
tha na piantan a tha sinn a' fulang an so cho 
anabarrach is gu *m beil e do dheanta do 
neach sam bith an cuir an c^ill ach iadsan 
a nihkin a tha g am mothachadh, ni as gann a 
b* urrainn neart aingil a ghiulan. 

4. *S ni muladach eile de ar truaighean buan 
tas ar dolasan : cho eugsanihail, cho coit- 
cheann, cho diangharg 's tha iad, tha iad 
buan-mhaireannach cuideachd; is cha mhb 
a tha 'm fosadh is lugha againn uapa; tha ar 
dorainnean araon dian-gharg agus sin do gha. 
Na 'ni biodh an lasadh bu lugh* againn uapa, 
dh'fhaodadh gu'm biodh rudeigin saors' againn; 
ach is ann a tha ar staid ro bhronacn, do bhngh 
is nach eil am faothachadh is lugha againn fo ar 
fulangasaibii, agus na dbiasan fo 'm beil sinn 
gur eigin duinn am fulang trid uile linne na 
bith-bhuantachd. 'Se so is aobhar do 'n mln- 
run a tha *g (jirigh ann ar cridheachan an 
aghaidh Dh6, agus tha ar fuath do Dhia a 
oumail ar dolais oirnne gu siorruidh. 

5. Tha 'n comh-chomunn a th' againn 
an so mar an ceudna na earrann eile de ar 
dblas. •'Se aibheistearan peanasachaidli, agus 
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anmanan craiteach, as cuideachd dhuinn; agus 
se ulfhartaich agus sgreadail uabhasach, le 
ro mheud ar pein, agus mionan oillteil mall- 
aichte an aghaidh an T\ gur e a chumhachd 
agus a cheartas a tha g* ar coirahid an so, 
ar coluadar uile. Agus tha peanas ar co-luchd- 
fulangais an so, cho fada bho ar truaighe a liigh- 
dachadh is gur ann a tha e gu ro mhor a' meud- 
achadh ar piantan. 

6. Tha 'n t-ionad 'sam beil sinn a fulang na 
earrann eile dhe ar cruaidh-chas : is e co- 
thional gach truaighe, priosan dorcha dubh- 
aigin, loch de theine agus de phronnasg, 
amhuinn theinteach a tha dian lasadh gu siorr- 
uidh, dubh dhoilleireachd dorchadais bith-bhuan ; 
agus fa dheireadh, ifrinn f^in a th' ann. Agus 
is ^igin gu 'm tneudaich ionad cho dolasach so 
ar dosgainn. 

7. Tha ain-iochd ar luchd-pianaidh na ni eile 
tha meudachadh ar dblais : tha ar luchd- 
claoidh 'nan diabhoii anns nach eil tliis, ach, 
air dhaibh fi^in a Ijhi air an cradh, tha iad mar 
sin a* gabhail tlachd ann a bhi gar claoidh-ne 
nnar an ceudna. 

8. Tha gach ni fa leth dhiu sud a dh'ainm- 
aich mi ro chraiteach ; ach *8 e tha g' an dean- 
nmh ni*s ro chr^itich, gu 'm bi iad mar sin gu 
siorr uidh ; agus gu niair ar fulangasaibh is do« 
iomchair uile, fad uile bhithbhuantachd. 
staid thruagh dhaoine ! a blii 'nan cusbairean 
sior mhaireannach air ceart dhioghaltas Dhe. 
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<< Imichibh uam, a shluaigh mallaichte, a dh* 
ioutisaidh an teine shiorruidh !" 's e sin a tha 
na sheirm do ghn^ am chlnasan. O nach ann 
a b' urra mi a' bhinn miiarbhtnch sin atharrach- 
adh ! O na 'm biodii e »ch aireigin so-dheanta! 
Ciod e nach deanainn agus nach fhuiliginn 
chum a h-atharrachadh ? Agus gidheadh cha 
n-eii e 'n comas an Uilechumhachdaich mo 
pheanasachadh ann an tombas n' as mo na tha 
mi nis' a' fulang. Ach 'se gur eigin gu *m 
fuilig mi e mar so gu siorruidh, an ni nach 
fhios domh cionnas a ghiulanas mi e ; agus 
gidheadh feumaidh mi fhulang tre bhithbuan- 
tachd gun chrich. Mar so nochd mi dhut an 
staid dhorainneach 'sam bell sinne, agus anns 
am bi sinn, gu siorruidh. 

S gann a chuir an t-anam truagh sa crioch 
air na bha e 'g tkdh, mu 'n robh e as ur air a 
phianadh le spiorad ifrinneil,a thuirtrisle bagar 
sgur de ghearan, oir (ars esan) tha e diomhain 
dhut ; agus a thuilieadh air sin, nach eil fhios agad 
gu 'm beil thu ro thoillteannach air so uile ? Cia 
minig a dh'innseadh dhut roimhe mu 'n staid so, 
ach cha b'aill leat an uair sin a chreidsinn? is 
ann a bha thu fanaid orra-san.a bha *g innseadh 
dhut mu ifrinn, agus cha n-e sin a mhain,..ach 
bha thu cho ladorna 's gu 'n robh thu toirt diiian 
do cheartas an Uilc'chumhachdaich, agus g'a 
bhrosnachadh gu dosgrios ! Cia trie s*a dii'iarr 
thu air Dia do mhallachadh ? agus am beil thu 
nis' a' gearan air son gu *n d' fhuair thu freag- 
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rarlh a r^ir na bha thu guidhc'? nach mi reus- 
ant' an ni gii 'm biodh tu cho trie ag iarraidh do 
mhaikchadh, agus gidiieadh a nise cho anshoc- 
rach g'a ghiulan? Tha thu f^in ag aideachadh 
gu'n robh slainte ann a d' thairgse, agus gu 'n do 
chuir thu ciil rithe ; ciod an aghaidh uime sin, 
leis an urrainn thu a bhi gearan air do phian ? 
Tha n'as mo de dli' aobhargearain agam*sa no 
th' agad-sa, oir bha iiine f hadaair a bairigeadh 
ortsa chuni aithreachais, ach bha mis' air mo 
thilgeadh do dh* ifrinn choluath 'sa pheacaich 
mi ; bha siaint' air a nochdadh dhut-sa, agus 
mathanas gu trie' air a thairgse dhut aeh cha 
robh trbeair riamh air a tairgse dhomh-sa, 
ngus bha mi air mo tabhairt thairis eho iuath 
'sa pheacaich mi do pheanas siorruidh ; na 'm 
biodh slkinte am thairgse, cha chuirinn cho 
suarach i 'sa chuir thus ; agus b' fhearr 
dhut nach robh i riamh 'na d' thairgse, oir 
an sin bhiodh do pheanas ni bu sho-iomchair 
Co a tha thu a smuaineachadh aig am 
biodh truas riut, Iei» am b'aill a bhi air do 
mhallachadh a cheart aindeoin nam Raitheis 
f^in ? 

Thug so air an truaghan glaodh amach, na 
bnanaich mar so air mochlaoidh! tha fhiosagam 
gur ann uam fein a tha mo sgrios : O nach ann 
a b* urrainn mi sin a dhi-chuimhneachadh ! *iSe 
na smuaintean sin mo phlaigh is ro mho an so: 
b' kill leam a bhi air mo mhallachadh, agus uime 
sin 's amhail a ta mi nise gu ro cheart 
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An sin air dlia tionndaidli ris an Spiorad a bna 
ga phianadh,thubhairt e, Ach'sanntriddo bhu- 
airidhean-sa, a dhiabhoil mhallaichte a thainig 
mi'nso: 'stusabhuairmi chum nah uilepeacadk 
a chiontaich mi ; agus am beil thu nise g am 
mhaslaciiadhaira shon ? Thathusa*g radh nach 
robh SIknaighear riamli 'na d' thairgse, ach thig- 
eadh dhiit a thoirt fainear, nach mb a bha buair- 
eadar ngad, mar a bha thus 'g am bhuaireadhsa 
do ghnk, agus cha b' urrainn mi idir teicheadh 
as o do dian-iarrtas. 

Fhreagair an deamhainn e gu sgeigeiL ag 
rkdh, Tha mi 'g aideachadh gu *ra b*e sin mo 
ghnothach do thaladh an so> agus is trie a chaidh 
sin innseadh dhut le do luchd-teagaisg : dh* 
innis hd dhut soilleir gt ,e6ir, gu *n robh 
sinne 'g iarraidh do sgrios, agus gu'n robh sinn 
do ghn^ a'dol mu 'n cuairt mar leoghanan beuc • 
ach,ag iarraidh c6 a dh* fhaodadh sinn a sgrios, 
agus is trie a bha eagal orm gu 'n creideadh 
tusa iad, mar a rinn iomadh eile, gu arduilichinn 
mhor ; ach bha thusa deonach na dh' iarr sinn 
ort a dheanamh ; agus a chionn gu *n d'oib- 
rich thus a r6ir ar n-iurrtais, is ceart a ni 
gu 'm paigheadh sinne dothuarasdal dhut. 
Agus rinn an Spiorad an sin a phianadh as ur, 
agus thug so air gun bheuchd e amach cho 
uabhasach, is nach b * urra' mi fuireach n'a 
b'fhaide 'ga ^isdeachd, agus uime sin chaidh mi 
seachad air. 

Ephe?iet, Nach cianal (arsa mise ri m' f hear- 
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luil) staid nan anamaunan inallaichte ud ! 'S 
iad traillean an diabhoil am feadh a tha iad air 
an talamh) agusthae'gancoireachadhagusgai; 
pianadhaira shon,'nuair a th^id iad do dh'ifrinn. 
AingeaL Tha'm mi- run do shiiochd Adhaimh 
uile(arsa m* f hear-iuil) anabarra mbr, do bhrigh 
's gu'n bh^aich am Fear-saoraidh beannaichte 
chum. an teasairginn, agus gu *m beil iad a 
mealtainn an t-sbiais o 'n robh na Spioradan-sa 
air an tilgeadh sios. Agus ged a tha e do- 
dheanta gu 'm buadhaich iad air a' phobull 
taghta, ionuas gu 'n rachadh aon dhiu a sgrios, 
gidheadh o nach aithne dhaibh c6 iad, ciia 
n eii iad a sgur a bhuaireadh nan uile gu peac- 
adh, leis na h-uiie innleachd is urrainn iad a 
chleachdadhy a thaobh is gu *m beil fhios aca 
gur e sin slighe am miilidh ; agus do bhrigh is 
gu 'm beil cho liugba anam aineolach mu 'n 
cuilbheartan, tha iad gu ro-f hurast a* buadh- 
achadh orra chum an leir-sgrios siorruidh. 
Agus chunnaic thu cheana mar tha iad a* buin- 
tinn riuthe 'an so, air son eisdeachd a thoirt do 
'm buairidhean, agus chi thu tuille gu h-aith- 
ghearr. Agus ged a tha iad 'ga dheanamh chum 
an corraich na 'n aghaidh a sh^lsachadh. do 
bhrigh 's gur daoine iad, gidheadh anns an ni- 
sa is gniomharran an Uile-chumhachdaich iad, 
agus luchd-coilionaidh a cheart dioghaltais an 
aghaid pheacach a sgrios iad f^in gu toileach, le 
bhi' g eisdeachd ri mealltaireachd an diabhoil. 
Airdhuinn dol beagan nib* fhaide air ar n*adh 
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aidh, chunnaicsinn direamh mbr de dh* anmannan 
mallaichte cuideachd, a glosgan le 'm fiaclan le 
70-mheud an corraich agus am pein, am feadh 

bha na Spioradan peanasachaidh le lasan 
jTrinneil a' taomadh teine leaght' agus pronnasg 
orra daonnan ; agus iad- san anns a'cheart uair 
a' mallachadh Dh6 iad f(gin, agus iad-san a bha 
timchioll orra, le toibheumibh air modh ro 
ghairisinneach. 

Cha b'urrainn mi gun f bebirich de dh'aon de 
na Spioradan a bha *g am pianadh, cb iad 
sud a bha iad a crkdh air doigh cho an- 
iochdmhor? Ars esan, 

Spiorad, 'Se so iadsan is ro mhath a thoiil 
am peanasachadh : 's iad so na truaghanan mall- 
aicht* a sheoladh an t-slighe chearta dh'ionnsaid 
n^imh do mhuinntir eile^ am feadh a bha iad 
f^in cho fada 'n geali air an ionad-sa, is gu 'n 
tainig iad a nis' ann. 'S iad so na h-anmannan 
sin a bha 'nan ard'sheamarlanan air ifrinn air 
an talamb, agus uime sin is ro thoillteannaeh 
iad air speis shonraichte na h-ifrinn a nise. Tha 
.^inn a' cleaehdadh ar n' uile dbichioli chum an 
cuibhroinn f6in de pheanas a thoirt do gach 
aon fa leth 'an so, ach bithidh sinn cinnteach 
gu 'n toir sinn an kire nach bi uireasbhuidh air 
a h-aon dhiu sud ; oir cha *n e mhain gu 'm 
beil aca-san ri freagairt air son am peacannan 
f^in, ach air sonpheacannan na muinntir a thug 
iad air seacharan mar an ceudna le 'n teag- 
asg agus le *n eiseamplair mi^naomha. 
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Ephenet. O 'n bha iad 'nan seamarlanan cho 
dileas do dh' ifrinn, 'sa tba thu *g radh, shoilinn 
gu 'm bu chomain dnibh buinntinn riubhe beag- 
an ni bu chaoimhneile. 

Spiorad. Thug an Spiorad ladorn freagradh 
dhomh air an dbigh 8geigeil so^ ** ladsan a tha 
'n duil comain am measg dhiabhol, chl iad 
gu'm beil iad am mearachd ; oir tha comain no 
taingealachd na shubhailc ; agus is grain leinne 
na h-uile subhailc, agus tha naimbdeas neo- 
bh^smhor againn dhaibh ; thuiileadh air sin, is 
fuathach leinn an cinne-daonna gu 16ir agus 
na'm biodhe'n ar comas, cha bhiodhah-aon diu 
sona. Tha e fior, nach eil sinn ag innseadh 
sin daibh air an talamh, do bhrigh 's gur e ar 
gnothach an sin a bhi miodal riu agus 'ga 
mealiadh ; ach *nuair a gheibh sinn 'san ionads 
iad, far am beil iaddaingean,teann (oir an ifrinn 
cha n-eil saoradh) leigidh sinn ris dhaibh gu 
h-aithghearr an amaideachd air son gun chreid 
iad sinn. 

Ephenet. O 'n chainnt a chuala mi o'n 
Spiorad-sa agus o Spioradan eile, cha b'urra' 
mi gun bheachd smuaineachadh gur e mor gras- 
an do-labhairt leis am beil peacaich bhochda 
sam bith air an toirt do n^amh, 'nuair a 
bheir sinn fainear cho lion ceap-tuislidh agus 
inneai thalaidba th' air a chuirrompale easca- 
raid nan anmannan,chum an cur an sas air an t- 
slighe ; agus uime sin is obair a tha ro aithrigh 
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air Mac beannaichte Dh^, a phobull a shabhal- 
adh o 'ill peacannan, agus an teasairgiun o 'n 
fheirg a ta ri teachd. Ach is amaideachd 
agus cuthach gun ciiomais an duine, a bhi 
diultadh tairgs a dheagh ghean-san, agus a bhi 
dlu-cheangal ris an fhear-mhillidh. 

Aingeal. 'Se am peacadh a tha cruadhach> 
adh an cridiie agus a' dalladb an suilean mar so, 
ionnas gu 'm beil iad neo-chomasach air cuiseau 
a thuigsinn gu ceart, gus an tig an Spiorad 
Naomh' agus gu 'n ung e an suilean ie sabh- shui, 
a bheir air lannan an aineolais agus nam mear- 
achdtuiteamdhiu,agus leis am beil iad a* teachd 
gu nithe fhaicinn 'nam fior sholus. 

Ephenet. Air dhuinn dol air ar n' adhart ni 
b'fhaide, chuala mi truaglian le guth brist- 
chritheach a coireachadh na muinntir a thug le 
foill do 'n ionad so e. 

Anam rnallaichie. Bha e gu trie air innseadh 
dhotnJi, ieosau, (ars' esan,) anns an robh mo 
mhuinghinn, agus a shaoil leam a b' urrainn 
cunntas f irinneaoh a thoirt dhomh, ged nach 
abrainn 'nuair a bhithinn a* basachadh, ach, A 
Thighearna dean Irbcair orm, gu *m bu lebir 
sin gu mo shabhaladh : ach O cho truagh sa 
tha mi nis* a' faicinn mo mhearachd, gu mo 
dhorruinn shiorruidh ! Mo thruaighe ! dh* ^igli 
mi air son trocair air mo leabaidh-bais, ach 
chunnaic mi gu 'n robh sin ro anmoch ; an 
diabhol mallaichte so, adh* innis dhomh beagan 
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roimhe sin, gu 'n robh mi tearuinnte na bu 
leoir, dh* innis e an sin dhomh, gu 'n robh e ro 
aninoch ; agus gu *m b' eigin gu *m b* e ifrinn 
mo chuibhrionn, mar a tha mi nis' a mothach- 
adh gu dolasach. 

DiabkoL Tha thu faicinn gu 'n d' innis mi n 
f hirinn dhut & dheireadh ; agus an sin cha 
chreideadh tu mi. Gnotbach ro cheutach 
saoi thu nach eadh ? Chaitheadh tu do laith- 
ean ann an toilinntinn a' pheacaidh, agus ga 
t-aoineagaich ann an salachar^ agus rachadh tu 
do neamii 'nuair a dh' eugadh tu ! Ansmuainich- 
cadh neach sam bith ach duine air chuthach 
gu'n deanadh sin gu bri^th an gnothach ? Cha 
smuainicheadh ; esan a tha cheart rlreadh an 
geall air do! do neamh 'nuair a dh'eugas e, 
feumaidh e imeachd ann an slighe na naomh- 
achd agus nan subhailc am fad s'as beo e. 
Tha thu^g rkdh gu'n robh cuid dhe do chomp- 
anaichneo-gheamnaidhag innseadh dhut, gu*m 
bu leoir a radh, aig uair a' bh^is, A Thighearna 
dean trocair orm^ leth-sgeulro cheutach I Dh' 
fhaodadh tu fhiosrachadh, na 'n robh thu air 
uine a ghabhail gu d' Bhiobali a leughadh, 
*< nach faic a h-aon an Tighearna as eugmhais 
naombachd!" Uime sin 'se sosuim na cuis' uiie ; 
bha thu debnach a bhi beo 'na d' pneacannan 
cho fad 'sa b' urrainn thu : agus oha b' ann do 
bhrlgh is nach bu toigh leat iad a thr^ig thu 
iad fa-dbe6igh ach a chionn is nach b' urrainn 
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thu cumail suas riu ni b' f haide : tha fios 
agad gu 'm beil so fior. Agus am b' urrainn 
thu a bhi clio ladorn^ is gu 'n smuainicheadli 
tu gu *n leigte do neamh thu ie grkdh a pheac- 
aidh 'na d* chridhe ? Cha lelgadh^ cha itigadh, 
cha deanadh a leithid gnothach ; fhuair thu 
sanas trie ni bu lebir, gu'm bu choir dhut an 
aire thoirt nach biodh tu air do mhealladh, 
oir eha deanar fanaid air Dia : aeh do r^ir mar 
chuir thu, 's ann deth bu chuibhidh dhut buain ; 
ionnas naeh eil aobhar agad neaeh sam bith a 
choireaehadh aeh t' amaideachd fi6in, a tha thu 
nis' a' faieinn 'nuair tha e ro anmoeh. 

Ephenet Bha aehmhasan an deamhain ro 
gheur do*n truaghan bhochd chlaoidhtS) (arsa 
mise ri m' fhear-iuii) aeh bha fir ehor iomadh 
neaeh air an talamh, air a noehdadh leis, eho 
math ri staid nan anmannan truagha tha'n 
ifrinn. Aeh O an eaoehla barail a tha aca 
'san ionad-sa, seaeh mar bh' aea air an talamh I 

AingeaL 'S e is aobhar d* a sin, (arsa 
m'aingeai diona) naeh eeadaich iad dhaibh fein 
beaehd a ghabhail air an toradh a bheir am 
peaeadh amaeh, no 'n t-ole mbr a ta ann am 
feadh a tha iad air an talamh : se neo-ehurara 
a tha sgrios nam miltean, naeh eil a' toirt 
fainear eiod e a tha iad a' deananih, no e*ait 'am 
beil iad a' dol, gus am b i ro anmoeh air son 
a leasaehadh. 

Cha deach sion fad air ar n-aghaidh mu 'n 
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cuala sinn truaghan eile 'ga chradh fein, agus 
a' meudachadh a dhorainn le smaointeacbadh 
air solas nan anmannan beannaichte. 

Anam mallaichte. Nach dealrach^ (ars esan) 
a tha na naoimh nnns na flaitheas a' soill- 
seachadh le gloir na h-iomaigh dhiadhaidh, am 
feagh a t ba mise cho duaicnidb I agus gidheadh 
bba mi aon uair cho comasach air ruigneacbd 
air a* ghlbirud riu-san; bha'n aon nadurriu-san 
agara, an t^aon reusan agus na h-aoncbeudfath- 
an: — acb O ciod an uile-bbeist uabhasacb atba 
mi ann a nis ! gu 'm fuatbaichinn, le fuath siorr- 
uidh an t-oirdbearcas bbitb-bbuan, tb' am peac- 
adli agus am b4s a nis' air mo sgrios ! agus O ro 
mbeud an eadar-dbealaicbidb a tba eadarainn ! 
Tba gne na daonnacbd aca-san anns a mbais' 
agus anns an iomlanacbd is. ro ardaicble ; am 
feagb a tba mise, mise, mallaicbte leis a' ghn^ 
ceudna anns an staid is ro grhilineile agus is 
gairsinnicb a tba deanamb an eadardbeal- 
acbaidb do-labbairt ni 's neo-chomnaisicb, na 
bbiodb am pearsa is aillte agus is ro sgiamb- 
aicbe leis na b-uiie greadbnachas agus cridb- 
ealas ann an kird a neart agus am mais' bige, 
an taice ri closacb sgreambail bbreun air a 
deanamb duaicnidb le truailleacbd uagbacb 
gbrkineile. Ocb ! cia uaitbe a tba *n t-eadar- 
dbealacbadb uabbasacb so, acb tre mise pheac- 
acbadb gu mallaicbte agus gu toileacb ? 'S 
e am peacadb, 's e am peacadb^ a robkiu, a 
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chreach mi, agas a thug 'an so mi chum a bhi 
fulang mar duais, dioghaltas uabhasach teine 
siorruidh. 

Ephenei. Bha ar n-aire air a tionndadh o bhi 
'geisdeachd an anma chaillte thruaigh so, ga 
choireachadh f^in gu goirt le dearcadh dhuinn 
air slireamh mor de spioradan peanasachaidh, a 
bha sior sgiursadh cuideachd lion-mhor de dh' 
anamaibh truagha. le sgiiirsairean snuimeach de 
stailinn theinteich; am feadh a bha iadsan a* 
beucail gu h-ard le buaralaich cho garg, agus 
cho muladach, is gu 'n do shaoil learn gu 'n 
tugadh e tioma air a* chridhe bu chruaidhe, gu 
iiitheigin de bh^igh ; agus a thaob'h so thuirt mi 
ri aon denaclaoidheadairean,*' O cum air ah-ais 
do l^mh, agus na buin cho an-iochdmhor riu 
sau is co-chreutairean dhut, agus theagamh, 
creutairean a rinn thu f^in a mheaiiadh gus 
an dbhis so uile. 

Diabhol. Cha chum (ars' an claoidheadair 
gu foil) olc mar tha sinn, cha robh diabhol riamh 
cho olc riu-san, no ciontach dhe a leithid de 
pheacadh is de an robh iadsan ciontach : oir 
tha fhios againne uile gu 'm beil Dia ann, ged 
is fuathach leinn e ; ach 's iad so a leithid sin 
de dh eucoraich nach creideadh riamh (gus an 
t^inig iaH an so) gu 'n robh a leithid do bhith 
ann. 

Ephenet. Mar sin is luchd-kicheamb Dh^iad 
(arsa mise) seorsa truadh de dhaome gun amh- 
aras ; agus seorsa a bha gu h-inbhe .bhig ro 
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choltach ri mi fein a sgrios aon uair, mar be 
gu 'n do chuir an gras siorruidh bacadh orii). 

Cha iuaithe a labhair mi, na ghlaodh aon de 
na truaghanan claoidhte amach^ le guth tursach, 
diibhach. 

Anam ma/laichte. Is cinnteach gu 'm bu 
chbir dhomh an guth sin aithneaciiadh : 's 
feudar gur e Ephenetus a th' ann gun teagamh. 

Bha mi fo uabhainn iomradh chluinninn 
air m' ainm le aon dhe luchd-aiteachaidh an 
t-sluic; agus. uime sin, air dhomh bhi deonach 
f hiosrachadh c6 a bh' ann, f hreagair mi, Is mi 
Ephenetus gun amharas, ach c6 thusa, a th* 
anns an staid mhuladaich chaillte so aig am beil 
e6las ormsa ? 

Anam mallaichte. Fbreagair an t' anam 
caillte, ag rkdh, Bha mi aon uair gle eblach ort 
air an talamh, agus is beag nach d' aom mi thu 
gu bhi dhe *n aon bharail rium fein. Is misii 
ughdar an leabhair ainmeii sin, do*n ainm an 
** Lebhialan** 

Epkenet, Ciod ! Hobs mhbir (arsa mise) am 
beil thusa air teachd do 'n ionad so ? Tha do 
ghuth air atharrachadh cho mbr, is nach 
d'aitbnich mis* thu. 

Hobs. Mo thruaighe ! (ars' esan) is mis' an 
duine dona sin gun amharas. Ach tha mi cho 
fada bho bhi mor a nis' is gu 'in beil mi measg 
na mhuinntir is ro dholasaich a Xa. anns na 
h-ionadan dbrainneach so uile. Agus cha'n 
iongantach idir gu 'm beil mo ghuth air 
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caochladh ; oir tha mi a nis' air m* atharrachadh 
nam' bharaU, ged is ann ro anmoch air son 
math sam bith dhomh; oir tha fhios agam a nis 
gu *ra beil Dia ann ; ach, O 1 b* f hearr learn 
nacii bitheadh, oir tha mi nise gle chinnteach 
uach nochd e trbcair dhomh-sa ; 's cha mho is 
aithrigh air a throcair mi, oir tha mi 'gaideach- 
adh gu 'm bu mhise a namhaid-san air an talamh, 
agus a nis' is esan mo nkmhaid-s'ann an ifrinn, 
far am beil e 'ga 'm chlaoidh leis na tha 'n 
comas an Uiiechumhachdaich mo pheanasach- 
adh, no 's urrainn creutair a ghiulan. Tha 
mi nis' a' mothachadh gu mo dholas bith- 
bhuan, gur cusbair mi do na chumhachd sin 
air an d* rinn mi aon uair gu h-an diadhaidh 
tarchuis ; agus is e an dochas mhallaichte 
sin a chuir mi 'n am ghiiocas fein, a mheall 
mi mar so. 

Ephenet. Tha do staid ro dhuhisach gu 
deimhin, agus gidheadh is eigin dut aideach- 
adh gu 'm beil thu gu ceart a' fulang ; oir bha 
thusa gle shaoithreach gu iompaidh a chur 
air muinntir eile, chum an toirt fo 'n aon 
dlteadh riut f<6in. Agus cha n-eil a h-aon aig 
am beil fios air a sin ni's fearr no mise, a bha 
gu h-inbhe bhig air mo ghlacadh, agus air mo 
rahilleadh gu siorruidh sa'n ribe cheudna. 

Hobs^ 'Se sin (ars* esan) a tha *ga 'm lot a 
dh'ionnsaidh a' chridhe a' bhi smuaineachadh 
cho liugha 'sa mhiileadh le mo theagasg; bha 
eagal orm, 'nuair a chuala mi do ghuth-s* air 
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tus an so, gu 'n robh thu air do tlioirt 
thairis do*n pheanas cheudna. Cha n-e gu 'm 
b*e mo dhurachd-sa gu 'm biodh aon air bith 
sona, oir 's e sin mo mhbr-mhulad gu 'm biodh 
a h-aon sbiasach. am feadh a tha mi fein dolas- 
ach ; ach do bhrigh 's gu 'm beil gach neach a 
th' air an toirt thairis do 'n ionad sa, trid 
mo mhealtaireachd'Sa, am feadh a bha mi air 
talamh, a' deanamh mo pheanas ann an ifrinn 
dk-fhillt. 

Epkenet. Ach bu mhath learn fhiosrachadh^ 
ma dh' innseas tusa dhomh, Na chreid thu da 
rireadh, 'm feadh a bha thu air an tahmh, nach 
robh Dia ann? Am d urramn thu dhealbh na 
t' inntinn gu 'n roon e an comas an t-saoghail e 
fein a chruthachadh, agus gu *m b* ann leo fein a 
dh*fhiLs na creutairean? Nach robh cagairagad 
OS n-iosal na d' chogais fein, a bha 'g innseadh 
dhut gur e bith eile a chruthaich thu, is nach bii 
tu fein agus nach robh amharas riamh ann a^ 
chridhe mu'n chuis ? Chuaia mi air a radh gu 
minig, nuair bha mi air an talamh, ged a bha 
lion-mhorachd ag aicheadh nnch robh Dia ann, 
gidheadh nach eil a h-aon ann a tha smuain- 
eachadh mar sin da rireadh ; agus b' iongantach 
gu 'm bitheadh, a thaobh is nach eil neach sam 
bith nach eil a' giulan fianais ^la cridhe, air 
taobh an D^ sin a tha e *g aicheadh. A nis 
's urrainn thusa innseadh, am bheil no nach eil 
e mar sud ; agus cha n-eil aobhar sa.n bith 
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agad a nis' air son gu 'n ceileadh tu do 
bharail. 

Hobs. Cha mho a ni mi, Ephenetuis (ars* 
esan) ged tha bhi smuaineachadh air ga m* 
lot ns ur. Chreid mise air tus gu 'n robh Dia 
ann, agus gu'm b'e an t-ard-uachdaran sin e, a 
bli' air chumail suas le* chumhachd fein, a's a 
thug bith do gach creutair eile: ach airdhomh 
claonadh an deigh sin gu caithe-beatha mi- 
chneasda a dh' fhag buailteach d' a chorraich 
mi ; b'e mo dhurachd gu trie os n-iosal nach 
bitheadh e ann ; oir tha e do-dheanta gu 'n 
smuainaicheadh neach sam bith gu 'm beil Dia 
ann, agus nach biodh e f irinneach agus ceart, agus 
uime sin gu 'm feum e luchd-bristidh a reachd a 
pheanasachadh ; agus air dhomh a bhi Hosrach 
annam f^in gu'n robh mi fobhinn a cheartais, dh* 
f huathaich mi mar sin e, agus bu mhiann learn 
nach biodh a leithid dc bhith ann. Air dhomh 
mar so buanachadh ann an chaithe-beatha mi- 
chneasda, agus nach robh ceartas 'g am ghlac- 
adh, bha mi 'n sin an dbchas nach robh Dia 
ann: agus a' dealbh barailean 'nam chridh f6in 
freagarrach ris an dochas a bh' agam : air 
dhomh, mar so, riaghailt nuadh a dhealbh mu 
cheud-thus an t-saoghail 'nam bharail fein, a 
co-dhimadh nach robh bith Dh6 *ann, dh' f has 
mi cho beadarrach mu na h-ur bheachdan-sa, *s 
gu 'n bhuadhaich mi fa-dheoidh orm fein gu 
creideas a thoirt dhaibh, agus rinn mi an sin 
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m' uile dhicheall a chleachdadh chum an span*- 
adh air muinntir eile. Ach mu 'n tainig mi 
gas an airde so, is eigin domh aideachadh gu *n 
d' f huair mi iomadh cronachadh o m* chogais 
fi§in air son na rinn mi, agus bha mi fad m' 
uine anns an t-saoghal an drkst agus a rithist fo 
dhragh le smuaintean iongautach an-shocrach, 
mar nach bithinn a* faighinn gacii ciiis freag- 
arrach fa dheireadh ; dh* fheuch mi gu trie ri 
na smuaintean- sa a crathadh dhiom, cho fada *s 
a b' urra mi. Agus tha mi nis' a* mothachadh 
gur e na h-achmhasanan cogais so, a dh* f haod- 
adh a bhi feumail dhomh an uair ud, na niihe 
is mo a tha 'g am chlaoidh 'an so uile. Agus 
feumaidh mi aideachadh gu 'n chruadhaich 
gradh a' pheacaidh mo chridh an aghaidh mo 
Chruthadair, agus b'ann mar sin dh' f huathaich 
mi e air tus agus a rithisd dh' aicheadh mi a 
bhith. 'S e am peacadh, do 'n tug mi caid- 
reamh am uchd cho diu a b'aobhar mallaichte 
do 'n dorainn so uile, agus an nathair a lot m' 
anam gu bas ; oir tha mi nis' a* mothachadh, a 
dh' aindeoin m* f heallsanachd f haoin, agus nan 
ur riaghailtean, a dh'oitheirpich mi gu dichioll- 
ach a sparradh air sluagh an domhain, gu 'm 
beil Dia ann, agus an Dia sin mor agus uabh-- 
asach. Tha mi faicinn a nise cuideachd, nach 
deanar fanaid air Dia, ged bu chleachdadh 
dhomh- sa gach latha anns an t-saoghal a bhi 
fochaid air neamh, agus a' deanamh tarchuis 
air na nithe a bha naomha, agus b' iad sud na 
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meadhonan a bha mi gnathachadh, chum mo 
bhairealan mallaichte fein a chraobh •sgaoileadh 
feadh an t-saoghail, meadhonan a fhiiair mi 
daonnan gle bhuadhach chum mo ruin a* cur air 
aghaidh. Oir mheas mi am bitheantas, gu 'n 
robh iadsan a bha deanamh tarcuis air na 
sgriobturan naomha air slighe dhireich gu bhi 
na 'm foghlumaich agam. Ach a nise tha bhi 
smuaineachadh air na nithe ud, ni's ro claoidh- 
tiche dhomh no na piantan so uile, a ta mi a' 
fulang o sgiursair cruaidh ain-iochd ifrinn. 
Oir cha n-eil ni sam bith a tha brosnachadh 
Righ mbr fearg-bhrosnaichte nam flaitheas ni's 
mb na bhi fanaid mar so air na rinn e cho ro 
iirramach. 

Ephenet. Tha e gle ftiurast a thuigsinn leis 
an nith sin a thubhairt thu, gur mor gamhlas a' 
pheacaidh an aghaidh an D^tha siorruidh beann- 
aichte, agus gur claonadh o 'reachd agus o 
'thoil naomha th' ann. Agus 's ann a mh^in 
air son gu 'n tug thusa slighe reidh do 'n pheac- 
adh, a dhaighnaicheadh do dholasaibh uile ort ; 
agus, gun teagamh, is ni muladach daoidhteach 
dhut a bhi smuaineachadh, gu 'm beil na tha 
thu fulang ro cheart. Ach clia 'n e mo run-sa 
do dhblasaibh a mheudachadh, a mh^in gu 'm 
febraichinn ceist eile do 'm bu mhath learn 
freagradh f haotainn : agus 'se sin gu 'n cuala 
mi thu f6in agus muinntir eile anns an aon chor 
riut a' glaodhaich a mach mu losgadh, mu 
theiue, agus mu lasraichean: agus gidheadh 
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cha 'n urrainn mis' an teine sin fhaicinn: far am 
beil teine, is eigin gu *m birud-eigin desholus; 
agus gidheadh, air son n'as urra mis' fhaicinn 
de sholus an so, tha sibh fathast ann an dorch- 
adas iomailach. 

Hobs. O na'm b' urrainn mis' a rkdh nach robh 
mi a* mothachadh teine ! Cia cho so-iomchair 
'sabhitheadh mo phiantan, an coimeas ris na tha 
mi nis' a' fulang ! Ach, mo thruaighe! tha teas 
an teine 'sam beil sinne a' fulang, deich mile 
uair ni 's gairge na na h-amhainean is teotha a 
th' air an talamh; agus tha e buileach de chaoch- 
ladh ghne ri teine talmhaidh, mar a thug thu 
fi§inguceartfainear cheana ann an aon phuing, 
agus 'se sin nach eil solus a* lasadh naithe, mar 
tha e 'n teine ta losgadh air an talamh *, 
ach a dh'aindoin na tha de theine an infrinn, 
tha sinne ann an tur dhorchadas. Ach a rithist 
tha *n teine tha sibhse a' losgadh air an talamh, 
de nadur a loisgeas agus a chaitheas as ; oir ge 
b'e sam bith a ghlacase,loisgidh se e guluaithre; 
agus an uair nach fhaigh e tuille r'a losgadh, 
th^id e fein ds. Ach cha n-eil e mar sin an 
so; oir ged a tha e losgadh leis a chaoir ghailbh- 
eich sin, nach fiosrach do neach sam bith ach 
dhaibh-san a mhain a tha 'ga mhothachadh, 
gidheadh cha n eil e caitheamh ^s, is cha 
chaith am feasd: bithidh sinne gu siorruidh a' 
losgadh, agus gidheadh gun a bhi air ar losgadh 
airfabh: is teine claoidhteach e, ach cha theine 
cai teach e. Is teine corporra tha losgadh air 
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an talamh, agus cha chomasach dha lasadh ri 
brigh neo-chorporra ; agus is amhail sin anm- 
annan : ach anns an ionad-sa tha 'n teine 
fadadh ri ar anmannan, agus *g an cradh le 
plan cho dian loisgeach agus choclaoidh teach, is 
nach urrair cainnt a chur air. 'Se m' aineolas- 
sa mu' n chuis so thug orm, 'nuair a bha mi 
Rir an talamh, a bhi fanaid air a bharail sin 
gu 'n loisgeadh br^ogh neo chorporra le teine; 
barail a tha ro cheart, agus a tha mis* a' moth- 
achadh a nise gu daor air mo chosg I Agus 's e 
so eadardhealachadh eile tha eadar teine ifrinn 
agus an teine talmhaidh, gu *m faod thu an 
teine sin araon fhadadh, agus a chur as 'nuair 
is kill leat: ach tha e air dbigh eile *an so; 
oir tha *n teine so air fhadadh le anail nam 
flaitheas, mar shruth pronnaisg, agus tha e 
losgadh gu saoghal nan saoghal ; agus mar sin 
is ro f hreagarrach a theirear ris, an teine nach 
fhaodar a mhuchadh a bhios dhuinne 'an so 
na chuibhroinn shiorruidh. Agus 'se so na 
tha agam-sa r'a radh mar fhreagradh do na 
cheist mhuladaich mu dheireadh a dh' f heoraich 
thu dhiom. 

Ephenet. Muladach gu deimhin I arsa mise. 
Feuch am pheanas atha'n t-Uile-chumhachdach 
comasach a leagadh orrasan a tha brist- 
eadh a reachd naomha! Bha mi a' toirt fainear 
nitheigin eile a chuala mi, 'nuair a chuir an 
spiorad neo-iochdmhor a bha roimhe 'ga 
phianadh, stad orm mar so :*- 
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Diabhol. Tha thu nis' a' faiciun ciod an sebrsa 
dhaoine a bh'annta'nuair bhaiadair an talamh; 
agus nach saoil thu ffiin gur ceart a thoill iad 
am peanas a tha iad a nis' a' fulang. 

Ephenet* Fhreagair mi 'g rkdh. Gun teag- 
amh is e tuarsdal a' pheacaidh a tha iad a 
nis' a* fulang, agus a dh* fhuilingeas tnsa an 
deigh so, mar an ceudna, oir pheacaich thu 
amhail mar iadsan« an aghaidh an Di tha 
siorruidh beannaichte, agus fuiligidh tu ceart 
dioghaltas teine bith-bhuan air son do pheac- 
aidh. Agus cha leui-sgeul unut idir a radh 
nach do chuir thu harnn an teagamh bith Dhe; 
oir ged a bha fios agad gu 'n robh Dia ann^ 
gidheadh rinn thu ceannairc 'na aghaidh, agus 
uime sin bithidh tu gu ceart air do phianadh, 
le leir-sgrios siorruidh o lathaireachd an Tigh- 
earna, agus o ghlbir a chumhachd. 

DiahJiol* Thug an diabhol am freagradh 
so dhomh : Is fior e ; tha Bos againn gu 'm bi 
sinn air ar peanasachadh mar a thubhairt thu, 
ach ma bhios e na aobhar gu 'm bi trocair air a 
nocbdaeh do 'n chinne-dhaonna, gu 'n thuit 
iad tre bhuaireanean an diabhoil, is amhail sin 
's mar thachair dhomsa, agus do'n chuid eil dhe 
na spioradan is isle, oir bha sinn air ar buair- 
eadh le grian dhealrach na maidne, gu cuir 
leis ; agus uime sin, ged a tha so a meudachadh 
cionta Lucifer, bu chbir dha ciont nan spiorad 
is isle a lughdachadh. 

AingeaL Fhreagair m'fhear-iuil dealrach 
(nach do labhair riu o 'nuair a Ihainig mi 
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do'n ionadsaguso)ag radhle gnuis ghruamaich, 
fheargach : O thus a spioraid chul-sleamhnaich 
bhreugaicl), agus an-diadhaidh ! An comas 
dhut na ni se a chuir an c€\\\, agus thu ga 'm 
f haicinn-s' an so ? Nach eil tios agad gur e 
uaibhreachas do chridhe, a thug ort taobh a 
ghabhail le Lucifer an agliaidh an D^ bheann- 
aicht' a cruthaich thu a d' chreutair glbrinhor? 
ach air dhut a bhi deanamh uaill *na d* mhaise 
fein, b' aiU leat a bhi os-ceann do Chruithear 
h«anuaichte, agus mar sin bha thu ullamh gu 
«aobh a ghabhail le Lucifer, agus is ceart a 
tha ihu air do thilgeadh sios do dh* ifrinn: agus 
a chaidh do cheud mhais' agus t-killteachd ath- 
arrachadh chum a* chruth uabhasaich oillteil 
6am beil thu r'a t* f haicinn a nise, mar dhioladh 
air son t' uabhar ceannairceach. 

DiabhoL Cha do labhair an spiorad cut- 
sleanihnach tuille, ach a mh^in so, gu 'n tubhairt 
e, Carson a tha thu a* bristeadh a steach air 
ar criochan mar so? *g ar pianadh roimh 'n 
am ? agus an uair a thubhairt e so, shliab e air 
falbh, mar nach bu dkna leis fuireach ri freag> 
radh a thoirt seachad. 

Ephenet, An uair a dh' fhalbh an spiorad 
(arsa mise ri m' fbear-idil) chuala mi nitheigin 
cheana mu thuitim nan spiorad ciilsleamhnach, 
agus tha mor iarrfas agam air son gu 'm faigh. 
inn cunntas ni b' iomlaine mu'n timchioll. 

Aineeal, Thug 'm aingiUdhicB am freagra' sa 
d'nomh : An uair a chuireas tu dhiot do bh^- 
uhorachd, agus a bhitheas tu air do ghiuian a 
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dh'ionnsaidh nan ionadan beannaicht bithidh 
aithne agad an sid air nithe nach urrainn dlmt 
a thuigsinn an drasta. Agus, uime sin, na iarr 
san staid 'sam beil thu nise gliocas os-ceann 
na tha sgrlobhta. Is gu 'm bitheadh f hios agad 
gu 'n pheacaich cuid dhe na h-aingeai, agus 
air son sin gun thilgeadh sios do dh' ifrinn iad. 
Ach cionnas a dh' eireadii smaoin ann an cridhe 
spioradan fior-ghlan, an aghaidh na naomhachd 
shiorruidh a chruthaich air tus iad, is ni sin 
nach comasach dhuts a thuigsinn an drkst* Tha 
na spioradan neamhaidh uile nan gniomharan 
saor; air an cruthachadh mar sin leis an Uile- 
chumhachdach, leis an kill saor sheirbheis 
thoileach fhaotainn o chreutairean uile ; mar 
a tha na sgriobturan naomh' ag innseadh dhut, 
gu'm beil sin na sh^irbheis reusanta ; agus 
bha km dearbhaidh aig na h-ainglean, auns 
na flaitheas, amhail mar a bh' aig Adhamh 
ann am Pflrrais, agus bha iad coltach ri-san, air 
an cruthachadh ann an staid gu 'n robh e so- 
dheanta dhaibh tuiteam. Ach mar a bha cionta 
Adhaimh air ath-leasachadii tre gealladh mor 
a Mhesiaih bheannaichte, s amhail a tha na 
spioradan beannaichte ud uile, a chum an inohe 
ann an am mbr cheannaire nan aingeal a thr^ig 
an creideamh, air an daighneachadh 'na n staid 
gu siorruidhf tre dheagh-ghean iongantach an 
Fhir-shaoraidh ghlormhoir^ a chum 's gu 'm 
bitheadh ^ na Cheann os-ceann nan aingeaL, 
amhail mar a tha e os-ceann dbaoine, agus gu 'm 



104 AN SAOGHAL A TA RI TEACHD : 

biodli ard-cheannas aige os-ceann nan uile nith 
maris ro chumhaidh de Mhac siorruidh De; 
ach chunnaic thu n'as lebir anns na hionadan 
diibhach so de rahulad agus de dhbr.iinn, chum 
glbir a cheartais shiorruidh a nochdadh, ni a 
tha eadhon na spioradan mallaichte f(^in ag aid- 
eachadh. Oir an uair a thig an latha mbr 
sin, *san toirear breith air na h.uile ni, agus 
anns an ^irich cuirp nam raarbh, gu bhi air 
an aonadh r'an anmaibh a rithist, *nuair a 
thaisbeanar iad fa chomhair cathair bhreithean- 
ais, cha n-eil a h-aon dhe na h anmannan 
dubha so naeh aidich an cionta, agus nach 
firinnich breitheanas an diteadh a chuireas Dia 
an c6ill *nan aghaidh. 

Ephenet. Thug mi fanear (arsa mise) gur e 
am pian a tha *g iiridh o 'm mothachadh fi§in 
air an ciont is mo a tha iad gu \€\r a' gearan 
an so, ni a tha f)reaneachadh ceartais am pean- 
ais. — Cha neil sgathan 's am fearr am faicear 
am peacadh na fhior choltas f(6in, no anns a' 
ghainntir ghruamach so ; oir mar biodh an 
gamhlas is mo anns a' pheacadh, cha bhiodh e 
air a dhioladh le peanas cho craiteach so. 

AingeaL 'S ceart do bhaireal (ars' esan), 
ach tha sgathan n'as fhearr no sin ann chum 
c^jirt thoillteanas a' pheacaidh fhaicinn, agus 
'se sin, a bhi *g amharc le beachd-smuain- 
eachadh air Mac beannaichte Dh6 air a* 
chrann-cheusaidh : 's ann an sin a ch! sinn 
toradh uabhasach a' pheacaidh ; agus is ann an 



